oq. 


beferat 


w 





THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 
Vout. II. 








| THE WORKS OF 
1 ALEXANDRE DUMAS 







In Two Volumes 
Volume Il 


*~ 
Se ee 


f , « . 
’ 7 ‘ ye Be ve ' : 


COLONIAL PRESS COMPANY 
BOSTON and NEW YORK 


66S 

ae SYS. & 

| pum 
Vt 
ISS 





3§ $3, 


CHAPTER 


XXXI. 
XXXII 
X XXIII. 
XXXIV. 


XXXYV. 
AXXVI. 
XXXVIIT. 
XXXVITI. 


XAXIX. 
XL. 
XLI. 
XLII. 
XLIII. 
ALIV. 
XLV. 
XLVI. 
XLVII. 
XLVIII. 
XLIX. 
L. 


CONTENTS. 


Vou. II. 


ENGLISH AND FRENCH... . 


AN ATTORNEY'S DINNER... .. +22 eee 
MAID AND MISTRESS......+ « we wes 
CoNCERNING THE EQUIPMENTS OF ARAMIS AND 


PORTHOS... ..- + +s «© © « » © we 


ALL CATS ARE THE SAME COLOR IN THE DARK 46 
Tot DREAM OF VENGEANCE.-...-: 
Tuk LAny’s SECRET....... Goat uer ce 


36 


55 
64 


How, WITHOUT DISTURBING HIMSELF, ATHOS OB- 


TAINED HIS EQUIPMENT 
A CHARMING VISION.... 


A TERRIBLE VISION ... c+ .- se » ww 
THE SIEGE oF LA ROCHELLE ..e..-s> 
Tuk WINE of ANJOU ...-..54-. 


AT THE SIGN oF THE RED DovsE-CoTE.... 


THE UTILITY OF STOVE FUNNELS 

A CoNJUGAL SCENE .....-+.-. 
Tue Bastion oF ST, GERVAIS 

THE CoUNCIL OF THE MUSKETEERS 
A FAMILY AFFAIR. ... «6+ «> 


PATALITY © a0 5:2) 4 Lee ee Se eS eset ese 
A CHAT BETWEEN A BROTHER AND A SISTER 201 


12 

B2 

B2 
101 
115 
124 
133 
142 
149 
157 
176 
192 


iv 
CHAPTER 
LI. Tue OFFICER..-...+ +e «es ar eae 
LII. Tae First Day oF IMPRISONMENT : 
LIII. Tue SEconp DAY oF IMPRISONMENT .....> 
LIV. Tue Tuirp Day or IMPRISONMENT.....-. 
LV. THE FourtH DAY oF IMPRISONMENT .....-: 
LVI. Tur FirtH Day oF IMPRISONMENT... ; 
LVII. AN EVENT IN CLASSICAL TRAGEDY .. .» 
LVI... Tom ESCAPE: «5 s:26) 6: & fo8 ki eS me Be 
LIX. WHAT HAPPENED AT PORTSMOUTH ON THE TWENTY- 
THIRD oF AUGUST, 1628 .....+ + « 
LX. In FRANCE 
LXI, THE CARMELITE CONVENT OF BETHUNE .. 
LXII. Two Kinps oF DEMONS.....-++ 2+ ee os 
LXIII. A Drop oF WATER.......2-+ 4.8 i ie xe 
LXIV. THE MAN IN THE RED CLOAK ...-...6 
LXV. THE JUDGMENT.....+.6++-e+-e-s Sti ec 
LXVI. THE EXECUTION. ..... gh at ase am slats te, vt, Sp? Rs 
LXVII. A MESSAGE FROM THE CARDINAL... .- 


CONTENTS. 


EPILOGUE...» -.+-» 


PaGE 


. 210 


223 
231 
240 
250 
260 
276 
284 


204 
306 
313 
328 
334 
850 
356 
365 
370 
380 


LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Vou. IT. 


D'ARTAGNAN «© -» 6 « 6 «© © © © « 4 
Portnalt oF RICHELIEU . 

AtHos anp PortTuHos . Sot SS He. cae 
ASSASSINATION OF THE DUKE oF BUCHINGHAM ., 


Pag 
Frontispiece 
96 

190 

330 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 





CHAPTER XXXI. 


ENGLISH AND FRENCH. 


At the appointed time the four guardsmen proceeded with 
their servants toan inclosure behind the Luxembourg, which 
was kept as a pasture for goats. Athos gave some money 
to the goatherd to keep out of the way, and the valets were 
ordered to do duty as sentinels. 

A silent troop soon came to the same field and joined the 
musketeers ; and then, according to the English custom, the 
introductions took place. 

The Englishmen were all persons of the highest rank. 
The singular names of the three friends, were, therefore, 
not only a subject of surprise to them, but also of dis- 
quietude. 

“ After all,” said Lord de Winter, when the three friends 
had been named, “ we know not who you are, and we will 
not fight with men bearing such names. These names of 
yours are clowns’ names.” 

“ As you imagine, my lord, they are false names,” said 
Athos. 

“Which makes us more desirous of knowing your real 
ones,” said the Englishman. | 

‘You have played against us without knowing them,” 
said Athos, “and as a token of it, won our horses.” 

“Tt is true; but then we only hazarded our pistoles, now 
we peril our blood. A man may play with anybody, but 
one only fights with one’s equals.” 
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“That is fair,” said Athos. 

He then took aside the Englishman with whom he was to 
fight and told him his name in a whisper. Porthos and 
Aramis did the same. 

“Does that satisfy you?” asked Athos of his adversary, 
‘and do you find me sufficiently noble to do me the favor to 
cross swords with me?” 

“ Yes, sir,” said the Englishman, bowing. 

“Well, then, now you will allow me to say one thing to 
you ?” coolly resumed Athos. 

‘What is that ?” said the Englishman. 

“Tt is, that you would have done well not to insist on my 
making myself known.” 

‘Why so?” 

“ Because I am thought to be dead. I have reasons for 
desiring that it may not be known that I am alive; there- 
fore I shall be obliged to kill you, that my secret may not 
be divulged.” 

The Englishman looked at Athos, thinking the latter was 
jesting. But Athos was in serious earnest. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, addressing his companions and 
their adversaries, “are we all ready ?” 

“ Yes!” replied, with one voice, both English and French. 

“ Guard, then |” 

And immediately eight swords glittered in the rays of the 
setting sun and the combat began with a fury which was 
natural enougl. between men who were doubly enemies. 

Athos fenced with as much calmness and method as if he 
had been in a school of arms. 

Porthos, cured no doubt of over-confidence by his adven- 
ture at Chantilly, played a game full of dexterity and 
prudence. 

Aramis, who had the third canto of his poem to finish, 
worked away like a man in a hurry. 

Athos was the first to kill his adversary. He had only 
given him one wound but, as he had forewarned him, that 
one was mortal, for it passed directly through his heart. 
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Porthos next stretched his opponent on the grass, having 
pierced his thigh. Then, as the Englishman had given up 
his sword, Porthos took him in his arms and carried him to 
his carriage. 

Aramis pushed his so vigorously that after having driven 
him back fifty paces he ended by disabling him. 

As for D’Artagnan, he had simply and purely played a 
defensive game. Then when he saw that his adversary was 
quite weary, by a vigorous thrust he disarmed him. The 
baron, finding himself without a sword, retreated two or 
three steps, but his foot slipping as he stepped away, he fell 
upon his back. - 

With one bound D’Artagnan was upon him and pointing 
his sword at his throat, — 

“T could kill you, sir,” said he to the Englishman, “ but 
I give you life from love to your sister.” 

1)’ Artagnan was overwhelined with joy; he had accom- 
plished the plan he had designed, whose development now 
brightened his face with smiles. 

The Englishman, enchanted at having to deal with so 
complete a gentleman, pressed D’Artagnan in his arms and 
complimented the three musketeers a thousand times, And 
then, as Porthos’s adversary was already installed in the 
carriage and Arainis’s had fairly run away, they had only 
to attend to Athos’s victim. 

As Porthos and Aramis undressed him in the hope that 
his wound was not mortal, a heavy purse fell from his belt. 
D’Artagnan picked it up and presented it to Lord de 
Winter. 

‘“ Ah,and what the deuce am I to do with that ?” said the 
Englishman. 

“ You will restore it to his family,” said D’Artagnan. 

“ His family will care but little about this trifle. They 
will inherit an income of fifteen thousand louis. Keep this 
purse for your valets.” 

D’Artagnan put the purse in his pocket. 

“ And now, my young friend — for I hope that you will 
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permit me to call you by that name,” said Lord de Winter, 
JT will, if you wish, present you this evening to my sister, 
for I wish her ladyship to take you into her favor; and as 
she is not entirely without influence at court, perhaps a 
word from her may be useful to you hereafter.” 

D’Artagnan glowed with delight and gave an assenting 
bow. 

During this scene Athos caine up to D’Artagnan. 

‘What do you propose to do with that purse?” he said 
to him in a low tone, privately. 

“T proposed to place it in your hands, my dear Athos.” 

“Mine? Why would you do that?” 

“ Parbleuw! You killed hin; these are the spoils of war.” 

“T inherit from an enemy!” said Athos. ‘ What, then, 
do you think of me ?” 

“Tt is the custom of war,” said D’Artagnan. ‘“ Why 
should it not be the custom in a duel ?” 

“Even on the field of battle,” replied Athos, “I have 
never done that.” 

Porthos shrugged his shoulders. Aramis, with a move- 
ment of his lips, gave signs of approval. 

“Then,” said D’Artagnan, “let us give that money to the 
lackeys, as Lord de Winter suggested.” 

“Yes,” said Athos, “let us give this purse, not to our 
own, but to the English servants.” 

Athos took the purse and threw it to the coachman. 

“ For you and your comrades!” cried he. 

Such loftiness of spirit in a man without a penny struck 
even Porthos himself; and this French generosity, being 
told by Lord de Winter to his friends, had a great effect 
every Where, except with Messieurs Grimaud, Planchet, Mus- 
queton and Bazin. 

As Lord de Winter left D’Artagnan he gave him his 
sister’s address. She lived at No. 6, in the Place Royale, 
which was at that time the fashionable part of the town. 
He also engaged to call for him to present him, and D’Arta- 
ghan made an appointment for eight o’clock, at Athos’s 
chambers. 
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This presentation to“ Milady ” occupied all the thoughts of 
our young Gascon. He recalled the singular manner in which 
this young woman had before then crossed his path; and 
although convinced that she was but one of the cardinal’s 
tools, he yet felt himself irresistibly drawn to her by a sen- 
timent that was inexplicable. His only fear was that she 
might recognize him as the man whom she had seen at 
Meung and at Dover. Then she would also know that he was 
a friend of M. de Treville and, consequently, was heart and 
soul devoted’ to the king; and this would involve a loss of 
much of his advantage over her, since as soon as she knew 
him as well as he knew her the game between them would 
be equal. As for her incipient intrigue with M. de Wardes 
our self-complacent gentleman thought but little of that, 
although the count was young, rich, handsome, and high in 
favor with the cardinal. It is a good thing to be twenty 
years of age and, moreover, a native of Tarbes. 

D’Artagnan began by dressing himself in magnificent 
style at home, and he then went to Athos and, according to 
his custom, told him everything. Athos listened to his pro- 
jects, then shook his head and recommended prudence in a 
tone almost of bitterness. 

“What!” said he, “ you have just lost one woman whom 
you thought good, charming, perfect, and now you are run- 
ning after another.” 

D’ Artagnan felt the justice of the reproach. 

‘‘T love Madame Bonancieux,” said he,“ with my heart; 
but I love ‘Milady’ with my head; and by going to her 
house I hope to enlighten myself as to the character she 
plays at court.” 

“Egad! the character she plays is not difficult to guess, 
after all that you have told me. She is some emissary of 
the cardinal’s, a woman who will draw you into a trap where 
you will right easily leave your head.” 

“The plague! My dear Athos, you seem to me to look at 
things on the dark side.” 

“My dear fellow, I distrust women — what would you 
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have? I have paid for my experience. And particularly 
fair women. This lady is fair, did you not say?” 

« She has the finest light hair that was ever seen.” 

“Ah! my poor D’Artagnan!” said Athos. 

“Listen: I wish to enlighten myself, and then, when | 
have learnt what I want to know, I will leave her.” 

“Enlighten yourself, then!” said Athos, coldly. 

Lord de Winter arrived at the appointed time, but Atlios, 
who had been warned beforehand, went into the inner rvoi. 
Tlis lordship, therefore, found D’Artagnan alone, and as it 
was nearly eight o’clock they set out at once. 

An elegant carriage was in waiting at the door, and as two 
excellent horses were harnessed to it they were almost 
immediately at the Place Royale. 

Her ladyship received D’Artagnan graciously. Her house 
was furnished with remarkable splendor ; and although the 
English generally, frightened away by the war, were quitting 
or were about to quit France, she proved by the new outlays 
which she had just made, that the public measures which 
drove away the English had no influence on her. 

‘You see,” said Lord de Winter, as he presented D’Arta- 
gnan to his sister, ‘a young gentleman who had my life in 
his hands, but would not misuse his advantage, although we 
were doubly enemies, since it was I who insulted him and I 
am, also,an Englishman. Thank him, therefore, madame, 
on my behalf, if you have any good will for me.” 

The lady slightiv frowned ; an almost imperceptible cloud 
passed over her brow, and then a smile so singular appeared 
upon her lips that the young man, who saw this triple change, 
almost shuddered. 

Her brother observed nothing, for he had turned aside to 
play with the lady’s favorite monkey, who had pulled him 
by the doublet. 

“Welcome, sir,” said the lady, in a voice the singular 
softness of which contrasted strangely with the symptoms 
of ill-humor which D’Artagnan had just observed, “ for you 
have this day acquired a lasting claim upon my gratitude.” 
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The Englishman then turned toward them and related all 
the circumstances of the combat. Her ladyship listened 
with the greatest attention, yet it was easy to see that in 
spite of her endeavors to conceal her emotion the account 
was not agreeable to her. The blood mounted to her face 
and her little foot trembled beneath her dress. 

Lord de Winter perceived notning of this, for a3 soon a3 
he had ended he went to a table on which there was a salver 
with a bottle of Spanish wine upon it, and filling two glasses 
he invited D’Artaenan to drink, 

1) Artagnan knew that it would displease an Englishman 
to decline a toast. He went, therefore, to the table and took 
the second glass. But he had not lost sight of the lady and 
by the aid of a mirror he was a witness to another change 
which took place in her countenance. Now that she thought 
she was unobserved her features assumed an expression 
which almost amounted to that of ferocity. 

She tore her handkerchief to pieces with her teeth. 

The pretty waiting-maid whom D’Artagnan had noticed, 
then entered. She spoke a few words in English to Lord 
de Winter, who immediately begged D’Artagnan’s permis- 
sion to withdraw, excusing himself on account of the urgency 
of the business that called him away and commissioning his 
sister to obtain his pardon. 

DD’ Artagnan shook hands with Lord de Winter and returned 
to her ladyship. The countenance of this lady had, with a 
surprising power of change, resumed its pleasing expression, 
Lut some red stains upon her handkerchief proved that she 
had bitten her lips until they bled. | 

Those lips were magnificent; one would have thought 
them beautifully carved from scarlet coral. 

The conversation now becaine animated. Her ladyship 
appeared entirely recovered. She explained that Lord de 
Winter was her brother-in-law and not her brother. She had 
married a younger son of the family and was left a widow, 
with a son. This child was the sole heir of Lord de Winter, 
if his lordship did not marry. All this discovered to D’Ar- 
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tagnan a veil which concealed something, but he could not 
yet distinguish anything beneath that veil. 

After a half-hour’s conversation D’Artagnan was quite 
convinced that her ladyship was his own countrywoman ; 
she spoke French with a purity and elegance that left small 
room for doubt in that respect. 

D’Artagnan uttered abundant gallantries and protestations 
of devotion, and at all these fooleries that escaped from him 
the lady smiled most sweetly. The hour for departure came 
at last, and D’Artagnan took leave of her ladyship and 
quitted her drawing-room the happiest of men. 

On the staircase he met the pretty waiting-maid, who, 
having touched him gently in passing, blushed to the very 
eyes and begged his pardon in a voice so sweet that forgive- 
ness was at once conferred. 

D’Artagnan returned the next day and received a still 
more favorable reception. Lord de Winter was not present, 
aud it was her ladyship herself on this occasion who did 
the honors of the evening. She seemed to take a great 
interest in him, inquiring who he was and all about his 
friends, and whether he had not sometimes thought of 
attaching himself to the cardinal’s service. 

D’Artagnan, who, aS we know, was very prudent for a 
youth of twenty, then remembered his suspicions concerning 
her ladyship. He uttered a fine eulogium on the cardinal, 
saying that he should not have failed to enter his eminence’s 
guards had he firt chanced to know M. de Cavois, instead 
of M. de Treville. 

The lady changed the conversation without the slightest 
affectation, and with the utmost apparent indifference of 
manner asked him whether he had ever been in England. 

He replied that he had once been sent over by M. de 
Treville to negotiate for a supply of horses and had even 
brought back four as a sample. In the course of this con- 
versation her ladyship bit her lips three or four times; she 
had to deal with a youth who played a pretty close game. 

D’Artagnan withdrew at the same hour as on the previous 
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visit. In the corridor he again met pretty Kitty, for that 
was the Abigail’s name. The latterlooked at him with an 
expression of mysterious interest. But D’Artagnan was so 
engrossed by the mistress that he observed nothing that did 
not refer to her. 

He returned to her ladyship’s on the next day and the 
next again; and on each occasion was vouchsafed a more 
flattering welcome. 

Every evening, too— either in the ante-chamber, in the 
corridor or on the staircase — he was sure to meet the pretty 
maid. 

But as we have already said, D’Artagnan paid no atten- 
tion to this strange perseverance on the part of poor Kitty. 
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CHAPTER XXXIL 


AN ATTORNEY’S DINNER. 


THE duel in which Porthos had played such a brilliant part 
had not made him forget the dinner to which he was invited 
by the attorney’s wife. The next day, therefore, at about 
one o’clock, having received the last polish from Musqueton’s 
brush, he proceeded to the Rue aux Ours. 

His heart beat, but it was not, lke that of D’Artagnan, 
with a youthful and impatient sentiment; no, a more mate- 
rial influence conducted him: he was at last about to cross 
that mysterious threshold, to ascend that unknown stair- 
case, up which the golden fees of Master Coquenard had 
mounted one by one. He was really about to see a certain 
strong-box of which he had so often beheld the image in 
his dream —a strong-box, long and deep in form ; padlocked, 
barred and fastened to the floor; a strong-box of which he 
had so often heard and which the attorney’s hands were 
now about to open before his admiring eyes. 

And then he —the wanderer over the face of the earth — 
the man without fortune or family—the soldier, who fre- 
quented wine-shops, inns and taverns, and posadas — the 
glutton, generally obliged to be contented with chanco 
mouthfuls — was about to taste a family meal, to enjoy a 
comfortable home. | 

To goin his capacity of cousin and sit daily at a good table 
— to smooth the yellow, wrinkled brow of the old attorney — 
to pluck the young clerks a little by teaching them the. 
greatest niceties of basset, hazard, and lansquenet, and by 
winning of them, by way of recompense for the lessons he 
should give them, in an hour, all that they had saved within 
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a month —all this accorded well with the singular manners 
of the times and prodigiously delighted Porthos. 

And yet the musketeer remembered the many bad reports 
which were current concerning attorneys: their thrifts, their 
parings and their fast days; but as, after all, with the excep- 
tion of some fits of economy, which Porthos had always 
found truly unseasonable, the attorney’s wife had been very 
liberal —that is, for an attorney’s wife, be it understood — 
he still hoped to meet with an establishment maintained 
upon a creditable scale. 

At the door, however, he began to feel some doubt. Its 
appearance was not inviting: there was a dark and filthy 
passage and a badly lighted staircase, to which a grayish 
light penetrated through a grating from aneighboring court- 
yard. On the first floor he found a low door, studded with 
enormous nails, like the principal gate of the prison of the 
Grand Chitelet. 

Porthos knocked with his knuckles and a tall clerk, pale, 
and buried beneath a forest of hair, opened the door and 
bowed to him with the manner of a man who is compelled 
to respect in another the size which denotes strength, the 
military costume which denotes station, and the vermilion 
complexion which denotes a habit of living well. 

There was another clerk, rather shorter, behind the first ; 
another clerk, rather taller, behind the second; and a little 
stump-in-the-gutter, of twelve years old, behind the third. 

In all there were three clerks and a half, which, consider- 
ing the period, announced a highly prosperous business. 

Although the soldier was not to arrive till one o’clock, yet 
the attorney’s wife had been on the outlook since noon and 
reckoned on the heart, and perhaps on the stomach of her 
adorer, making him come a little before the appointed time. 

Madame Coquenard, approaching by the door of the apart- 
ment, met her guest almost at the moment that he arrived 
by the staircase door, and the appearance of the worthy 
dame relieved Porthos from a great deal of embarrassment, 
for the clerks were looking on him with envious eyes; and 
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he, hardly knowing what to say to this ascending and 
descending gamut, had remained entirely mute. 

“Tt is my cousin,” exclaimed the attorney’s wife. “Come 
in, then, come in, M. Porthos.” 

The name of Porthos was not without its effect upon the 
clerks, who began to laugh; but Porthos turned and all their 
countenances at once resumed their gravity. They reached 
the sanctum of the attorney after having passed through an 
ante-chamber in which the clerks were, and an office in which 
they ought to have been. This latter was a dark room, well 
furnished with dusty papers. On leaving the office they 
passed the kitchen on the right hand and entered the draw- 
ing-room., 

All these rooms, overlooking one another, did not produce 
in Porthos very pleasant ideas. Every word could be heard 
afar off through all these open doors; and then, in passing, 
he had cast a quick, investigating glance into the kitchen, 
and he confessed to himself, to the disgrace of his hostess 
and his own great regret, that he had not discovered that 
bustle, that animation, that activity, which, on the approach 
of an abundant meal, generally reigns throughout that 
sanctuary of gluttony. 

The attorney had undoubtedly been informed of this 
anticipated visit, for he expressed no surprise at the sight 
of Porthos, who advanced toward him in an easy manner 
and saluted him politely. 

“We are cousins, it seems, M. Porthos? ” said the attor- 
ney, raising himself by means of his arms, from his cane- 
work easy-chair. 

The old man, enveloped in a large black doublet, in 
which his shrivelled frame was lost, was yellow and weakly ; 
his gray eyes glittered like carbuncles and appeared, with 
his grinning mouth, to be the only part of his countenance 
in which life remained. Unfortunately, the legs had begun 
to refuse their services to this bony machine; and for the 
last five or six months, during which this weakness had 
been felt, the worthy attorney had almost become a slave to 
his wife. 
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The cousin was received with resignation, nothing more. 
With good legs Master Coquenard would have declined all 
relationship to M. Porthos. 

‘ Yes, sir, we are cousins,” replied Porthos, without being 
at all disconcerted; for, in fact, he had never calculated on 
being received by the husband with enthusiasm. 
“Through the sex, I believe?” said the attorney, mali- 
clously. 

Porthos did not understand the sneer, but mistook it for 
simplicity and laughed at it beneath his thick mustache. 
Madame Coquenard, who knew that simplicity in an attor- 
ney would be a rare variety of the species, smiled a little 
and blushed a good deal. 

Master Coquenard had, since Porthos’s arrival, cast many 
a glance of uneasiness at a large press, placed opposite 
his own oaken escritoire. Porthos comprehended that this 
press, although it did not respond in form to that which he 
had seen in his dreams, must be the enchanting strong-box, 
and he congratulated himself on the fact that the reality 
was at least six feet taller than the dream. 

Master Coquenard did not carry his genealogical investi- 
gation any further, but transferring an uneasy glance from 
the press to Porthos, he contented himself with saying: 

“Your cousin will favor us with his company at dinner 
before he departs for the campaign, will he not, Madame 
Coquenard ?” 

This time Porthos received the blow full in the chest and 
felt it too; nor did Madame Coquenard appear entirely 
insensible to it, for she added: 

“My cousin will not repeat his visit if he finds that we 
do not treat him well; but, on the other hand, he has too 
short a time to pass in Paris, and consequently to see us, 
for us not to beg of him almost all the moments that he can 
devote to us before his departure.” 

“ Oh, my legs — my poor dear legs!” muttered M. Coque- 
nard, with an attempt to smile. 

This assistance, which had reached Porthos at the 
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moment when his gastronomic hopes were assailed, inspired 
the musketeer with exceeding gratitude toward the attor- 
ney’s wife. 

The hour of dinner shortly sounded. They entered the 
dining-room, which was a large dark room, situated opposite 
the kitchen. 

The clerks who, as it seemed, had snuffed up some per- 
fumes unusual in that house, came with military exactness 
and held their stools in their hands, in perfect readiness 
for sitting down. They might be seen moving their jaws 
beforehand with an ominous eagerness. 

‘Lord bless us!” thought Porthos, casting a look at 
these three famished beings—for the stump-in-the-gutter 
Was not, as we may suppose, admitted to the honors of the 
master’s table—‘ Lord bless us! In my cousin’s place I 
would not keep such gormandizers. One would take them 
for shipwrecked people who had eaten nothing for six 
weeks.” 

M. Coquenard estened: pushed forward in his easy-chair 
by madame, when Porthos, i in his turn, assisted in rolling 
her husband to the table. 

Scarcely had he entered before he began to move his nose 
and jaws after the fashion of the clerks. 

“Oh, oh!” said he, “here is soup which is quite allur- 
ing.” 

‘What the plague do they smell so extraordinary in this 
soup?” thought Porthos, on beholding a tureen of abun- 
dant, but pale and thin broth, on the top of which a few 
straggling crusts floated, like islands in an archipelago. 

Madame Coquenard smiled, and on a sign from her they 
all eagerly seated themselves. 

M. Coquenard was served first and Porthos next. Ma- 
dame Coquenard then filled her own plate and distributed 
the crusts, without soup, to the three impatient clerks. 

At this moment the door of the dining-room opened with 
a creak and between the gaping panels Porthos could per- 
ceive the poor little clerk, who, unable to participate in the 
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feast itself, was eating his dry bread betwixt the odor of 
the kitchen and the dining-room. 

After the soup the servant girl brought in a boiled fowl 
—a profusion which expanded the eyelids of the revelers 
until they seemed almost about to melt entirely away. 

“It is very perceptible that you love your family, 
Madame Coquenard,” said the attorney, with a grin that 
was almost tragic; ‘this is indeed a compliment which you 
have paid your cousin.” 

The poor fowl was atrociously thin and covered with 
that bristling skin which the bones can never pierce in spite 
of their efforts. It must have been patiently sought for 
before it was detected on the perch to which it had with- 
drawn to die of old age. 

“Faith!” thought Porthos, “this is but a melancholy 
prospect; I respect old age, but 1 hardly relish it boiled or 
roasted.” 

He looked around to see if his own Opinion was the gen- 
eral one, but, on the contrary, he saw nothing but glaring 
eyes, devouring by anticipation this venerable bird which 
he so much despised. 

Madame Coquenard drew the dish toward her, adroitly 
detached the two great black paws, which she placed on her 
husband’s plate; cut off the neck, which, together with the 
head, she laid aside for herself; took off a wing for Porthos, 
and then returned the bird, otherwise untouched, to the 
servant who had brought it in; so that it had completely 
disappeared before the musketeer had found time to note 
the changes which disappointment had wrought upon the 
various visages, according to the respective characters and 
dispositions of those who experienced it. 

After the hen a dish of beans made its appearance — an 
enormous dish, in the midst of which sundry mutton-bones, 
which might at first sight have been supposed to be accom- 
panied by some meat, displayed themselves. 

But the clerks were not the dupes of this deception and 
their melancholy looks now settled into resignation. 


} 
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Madame Coquenard, with the moderation of a thrifty 
housewife, distributed these viands amongst the young 
men. 

The time for wine wascome. M. Coquenard poured from 
a stone bottle of very slender proportions the third of a 
glass for each of the clerks, about an equal quantity for 
himself, and then passed the bottle to the side of Porthos 
and madame. 

The young men filled up their glasses with water; when 
they had drank half they again filled them up with water, 
and by repeating this process they had come, by the end of 
the feast, to swallow a beverage which had been transmuted 
from the deep tint of the ruby to the washy pink of a burnt 
topaz. 

Porthos slowly masticated his fowl’s wing and shuddered 
when, beneath the table, he felt madame’s knee searching 
for his own. He also drank half a glass of this cherished 
wine, which he recognized as that horrible Montreuil, the 
terror of practiced palates, whilst Master Coquenard sighed 
as he saw him swallow the wine undiluted. 

“Will you eat any of these beans, Cousin Porthos?” 
inquired Madame Coquenard, in a tone which plainly said: 
« Take my word for it, you had better not.” 

“Thank you, cousin, [ am no longer hungry,” replied Por- 
thos. There wasa hideous pause. Porthos nolonger knew 
how to demean himself, for the attorney kept repeating: 

“Ah, Mada.ne Coquenard, I compliment you kindly; 
your dinner was a positive feast. Lord! how I have 
eaten |” 

Maitre Coquenard had consumed his soup, the black paws 
of the fowl and the only mutton-bone that had on it any 
meat. | 

Porthos suspected that they were quizzing him and began 
to curl his mustache and knit his brow; but a look from 
Madame Coquenard recommended forbearance. 

That silence and the pause in the feast, which to Porthos 
was unintelligible, had, on the other hand, a mournful signifi- 
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cance to the clerks; on a glance from the attorney and a 
smile from the attorney’s wife they slowly rose from the 
table, folded their napkins still more slowly, and then bowed 
and departed. 

“Go, young men, go, and aid digestion by working,” said 
the attorney, with great gravity. 

The clerks being gone, Madame Coquenard arose and drew 
from a cupboard a morsel of cheese, some confection of 
quinces and a cake which she had herself manufactured 
with almonds and honey. 

M. Coquenard frowned anew when he saw this more 
ample provision. Porthos pouched his lips because he saw 
nothing of which to make a dinner. 

“A feast! decidedly a feast!” cried Maitre Coquenard, 
moving uneasily in hischair. “‘ Hpulw epularum’ —Lucul- 
lus dines with Lucullus.” 

Porthos looked at the bottle, which was near him, and 
hoped that, with wine, bread and cheese, he might yet make 
a dinner; but the wine was soon gone, the bottle being 
emptied, and neither Master nor Madame Coquenard seemed 
to observe it. 

“Very well,” said Porthos to himself, “here I am, out- 
generaled.” 

He passed his tongue over a small spoonful of the confec- 
tion and stuck his teeth together in Madame Coquenard’s 
glutinous cake. 

“ And now,” thought he, “the sacrifice is consummated. 
Ah! if I were not sustained by the hope of looking with 
Madame Coquenard into her husband’s treasury ! ” 

After the delight of such a repast it was necessary for 
Master Coquenard to take his siesta. Porthos hoped that 
the affair would be managed in the very locality where he 
gat, but the attorney would hear of no such thing; it was 
necessary to conduct him to his own room, and he would not 
be easy till he was before his press, on the edges of which, 
as a greater precaution, he deposited his feet. The lady led 
Porthos into an adjoining room, where they proceeded to 
establish the conditions of their reconciliation. 
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“You may come and dine here three times a week,” 
said Madame Coquenard. 

“Thank you,” said Porthos, “but I do not wish to abuse 
a good thing. Besides, I must think of my equipment.” 

“That’s true,” said the lady with a sigh, “there is that 
wretched equipment.” 

“ Alas, yes!” said Porthos, “ that’s it.” 

«But of what does the equipment of your regiment con- 
sist, M. Porthos ? ” 

“Qh, of a great many things,” said Porthos; “the mus- 
keteers, as you know, are chosen troops and they require 
many things unnecessary for the guards or Swiss.” 

“Put yet you might give me some particulars of them.” 

“Why, they may amount to about ” commenced 
Porthos, who preferred the sum total to the detail. 

The attorney’s wife listened in trembling expectation. 

“To how much?” said she, “I hope it will not exceed 
——” She stopped, for words failed her. 

“Oh, no,” said Porthos, “it will not exceed two thousand 
five hundred francs. I believe, indeed, that by being eco- 
nomical I could manage with two thousand.” 

“Good heavens! two thousand francs!” exclaimed she. 
« Why, it is quite a fortune.” 

Porthos made a significant grimace which madame well 
understood. 

“JT asked the particulars,” said she, “ because, as I have 
many relation3 and connections in trade, I am sure to be 
able to get the things a hundred per cent. cheaper than you 
could buy them for yourself.” 

“ Ah!” said Porthos, ‘is that what you meant?” 

“Yes, dear M. Porthos. And so you will want first ——” 

‘A horse.” . 

“Yes, a horse. Well, I have got exactly the thing for 
you.” 

“Ah!” said Porthos, brightening up; “then that is 
arranged as regards my horse. I need, besides, a complete 
equipment for the horse, and that consists of articles which 
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only a musketeer can purchase; they will cost more than 
three hundred francs.” 

“Three hundred francs? Well, call it three hundred 
francs,” said the attorney’s wife. 

Porthos smiled. We may remember that he had the sad- 
dle sent by the Dukeof Buckingham; he proposed putting 
three hundred francs slyly into his pocket. 

Then,” he continued, “I shall need another horse for 
my servant and my baggage. As to arms, you need not 
trouble yourself — I have them.” 

‘‘ A horse for your servant?” resumed the attorney’s wife, 
hesitating; “but that is really being almost too grand, my 
friend.” 

“Eh, madame!” said Porthos, haughtily ; do you happen 
to take me for a beggar ?” 

‘Oh,no! I only mean to say that a handsome mule often 
looks as well as a horse, and that it seems to me by procur- 
ing a handsome mule for Musqueton sa 

‘ Well, as to a handsome mule,” said Porthos, “you are 
right; I have seen many great Spanish noblemen, all of 
whose followers were mounted upon mules, But thea, you 
understand, Madame Coquenard, it must be a mule with 
plumes and bells.” 

Rest quite easy on that score,” said the lady. 

“There only remains the portmanteau, then,” added 
Porthos. 

“ Oh, donot let that disturb you,” replied Madame Coque- 
nard; “my husband has five or six portmanteaus and you 
shall choose the best. There is one in particular, which 
he used to prefer on his journeys and which is large enough 
to hold half the world.” 

“ But is it empty, this portmanteau ?” demanded Porthos. 

“ Yes, certainly, it is empty,” replied the attorney’s wife. 

‘ Ah, but the portmanteau I want,” exclaimed Porthos, 
“is a well furnished one, my dear.” 

Madame Coquenard breathed forth fresh sighs. Moliére 
had not yet written his “ Miser;’”” Madame Coquenard 
anticipated Harpagon. 
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At length the remainder of the equipment was haggled 
over in the saine manner, and the result of the settling was 
that the attorney’s wife should ask her husband for a loan 
of eight hundred francs in hard cash and should furnish 
the horse and mule which were to have the honor of bearing 
Porthos and Musqueton upon their way to glory. 

These conditions having been arranged and the interest 
and time of payment stipulated, Porthos took leave of 
Madame Coquenard and returned home, half famished and 
in a very bad humor, 
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CHAPTER XXXIITI. 


MAID AND MISTRESS. 


NEVERTHELESS, a8 we have already said —in spite of the 
cries of conscience, in spite of the sage counsels of Athos 
and tender memories of Madame Bonancieux — D’Artagnan 
became each hour more deeply enamored of her ladyship; 
nor did he ever fail to offer her a daily homage, to which 
the presumptuous Gascon was convinced that she must 
sooner or later respond. 

As he arrived one evening, scenting the air like a man who 
was expecting a shower of gold, he met the waiting-maid at 
the carriage gate; but on this occasion the pretty Kitty was 
not contented with giving hin a passing smile. She gently 
took his hand. 

* Good!” thought D’Artagnan; “she is intrusted with 
some message for me from her mistress — an appointment 
for some meeting, which Milady wanted courage to 
announce herself,” and he looked at the charming girl with 
the most insinuating look he could assume. 

“T should be glad to say two words to you, sir,” stam- 
mered the waiting-maid. 

‘Speak, child, speak!” said D’Artagnan. ‘TI am listen- 
ing.” 

‘ Not here, sir, it is impossible. What I have to tell you 
would take up too long a time and is, besides, a secret.” 

“Well, but what is to be done, then ?” 

“Tf you would please to follow me, sir,” said Kitty, 
timidly. 

“Wherever you please, my pretty child!” 

“Then follow me” 


26 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


By the hand which she had continued to hold Kitty then 
led D’Artagnan to a small, dark, winding staircase; and 
after having made him ascend some fifteen steps, she opened 
a door. 

‘Enter, sir; we shall be alone and may converse here 
safely.” 

“And whose room is this, then, my pretty child?” 
inquired DD’ Artagnan. 

“Jt is mine, sir; it communicates with that of my mistress 
through this door. But you may rely upon it that she will 
not hear what we may say, for she never goes to bed till 
midnight.” 

)’Artagnan threw a glance around him. The little room 
was a charming model of cleanliness and taste; but his eyes 
involuntarily turned toward the door which led, as Kitty 
had told him, to her ladyship’s chamber. 

Kitty guessed what was passing in the young man’s mind 
and gave a sigh. 

“Then you are very fond of my mistress, sir ?” said she. 

“Oh, more than I can tell, Kitty. I am mad with love of 
her!” 

Kitty gave a second sigh. 

“ Alas! sir, it is a great pity!” 

‘ And what the plague do you see to pity in it ?” 

‘ Because, sir, my mistress does not love you at all.” 

“What!” exclaimed D’Artagnan. “ Did she desire you to 
tell me so?” 

“ Oh! no, sir, no! but from the interest that I take in you 
I have resolved to tell you.” 

“Thanks, my good Kitty, but only for the intention ; for 
you must own that the information is not agreeable.” 

“That is to say, you do not believe what I have told you. 
Is that your meaning ? ” 

“One is always unwilling to believe such things, my 
charming child, if it were only on account of self-love.” 

“ Then you do not believe me?” 

"1 confess that until you condescend to give me some 
proof of what you assert ——” 


MAID AND MISTRESS. 27 - 


“ What do you say to this ? ” 

Kitty drew from her bosom a small note. 

“Hor me?” exclaimed D’Artagnan, as he hastily seized 
the letter. 

“ No, for another.” 

“ For another ?” 

“ Yes.” 

« His name! his name!” cried D’Artagnan. 

“ Look at the address.” 

«¢M, le Comte de Wardes.’”’ 

The remembrance of the scene at St. Germain presented 
itself at once to the mind of the presumptuous Gascon. Ly 
a movement quick as thought he tore off the envelope, in 
spite of the cry which Kitty uttered when she saw what he 
was about to do, or rather, what he had already done. 

«Oh, heavens! sir,” said she, “ what have you done ? ” 

“7? Nothing,” said D’Artagnan, and he read as follows: 


“You have sent no answer to my first note. Are you, 
then, in too much suffering, or have you indeed forgotten 
the glances that you gave me at Madame de Guise’s ball ? 
Now is the opportunity, count: do not let it escape you.” 


D’Artagnan grew pale; be was wounded in his vanity, 
but he thought himself wounded ‘in his love. 

Poor M. d’Artagnan!” said she, in a voice full of com- 
passion, a8 she again pressed the young man’s hand. 

“ You pity me, kind child,” said D’Artagnan. 

‘ Oh, yes, with all my heart, for I know well what love is 
myself.” 

You know what love is?” said D’Artagnan, looking at 
her for the first time with particular attention. 

“ Alas! yes.” 

Well, instead of pitying me, then, you would be doing 
better by assisting me to take revenge upon your mistress.” 

“ And what kind of vengeance would you seek ? ” 

“JT would supplant my rival.” 
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‘‘T will not help you in that, sir,” said Kitty, quickly. 

“ And why not?” inquired D’Artagnan. 

“ For two reasons.” 

“ Which are?” 

“The first — that my mistress will never love you.” 

“What can you know about it?” 

‘You have offended her too deeply.” 

‘Tn what can I have offended her —I, who, since I have 
been acquainted with her, have lived at her feet like a very 
slave? Speak, I beseech you!” 

“TJ will never avow that except to the man who can read 
the depths of my soul.” 

D’Artagnan looked at Kitty for the second time. There 
was about the young girl a freshness and a beauty which 
many a duchess would be glad to purchase with her coronet. 

“ Kitty,” said he, “I will read even the very depths of your 
soul whenever you wish; so let not that restrain you, my 
dear child — speak!” And he gave her a kiss which made 
the poor child turn as red as a cherry. 

“Oh, no!” exclaimed Kitty, “you do not love me; it is 
my mistress whom you love; you have this moment told 
me 80.” 

“ And does that prevent your making known your second 
reason ?” 

“The second reason,” said Kitty, encouraged by the kiss 
and by the expression of the young man’s eyes, “1s, that in 
love we shoula all serve ourselves.” 

Then only D’Artagnan remembered the languishing 
glances, the smiles, and stifled sighs of Kitty whenever he 
chanced to meet her; whilst he, in his absorbing wish to 
please the titled lady, had neglected the Abigail. ‘“ He who 
chases the eagle takes no heed of the sparrow.” 

But our Gascon saw now, at a single glance, all the 
advantages which he might be able to derive from this 
passion which Kitty had so unexpectedly avowed — such 
as the interception of letters to the Count de Wardes, intel- 
ligence of everything that occurred and an entrance at any 
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hour to that chamber which was contiguous to her lady- 
ship’s room. In idea, at least, he was already sacrificing 
the poor young maiden for the possession of her noble 
Inistress. 

“Very well,” he said to the young girl; “do you want 
me to give you, my dear Kitty, a proof of that love which 
you doubt ?” 

“ Of what love ?” she asked. 

‘Of that which I am now ready to feel for you.” 

‘What proof do you mean ?” 

“Do you wish me this evening to spend with you the 
time that I spend usually with your mistress ? ” 

“Oh, yes!” said Kitty, clapping her hands; ‘I do wish 
it heartily.” 

“Well, my dear child,” said D’Artagnan, establishing 
himself in an easy-chair, “come here while I tell you that 
you are the prettiest girl I have ever seen.” 

He said it to her so often and with such an expression, 
that the poor child, who wanted so much to believe him, 
believed him. And yet, to D’Artagnan’s great surprise, the 
pretty Kitty defended herself with considerable resolution. 

Time passes rapidly when it is spent in attack and 
defence. 

Midnight at length sounded and almost at the same instant 
a bell was heard from an adjoining chainber. 

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Kitty, “there is my mistress 
ringing for me; go now, go directly!” 

D’ Artagnan arose and took his hat as though he intended 
to obey, then opening quickly the door of a large press, 
instead of that of the staircase, he squeezed himself within, 
amidst the robes and night-clothes of her ladyship. 

“ What are you about?” exclaimed Kitty. 

D’ Artagnan, who had secured the key beforehand, fastened 
himself in his press without reply. 

“Well!” exclaimed Milady, in a sharp voice, “are you 
asleep, then, that you do not come when I ring ?” 

D’Artagnan heard the door of communication opened 
violently. | 
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“Here I am, Milady, here I am!” exclaimed Kitty, 
springing forward, that she might meet her mistress. 

They returned together to the bed-chamber, and as the 
door continued open, D’Artagnan could hear her ladyship 
complaining for a time. At last, however, she became 
appeased; and as Kitty waited on her mistress their con- 
versation turned upon the listener. 

“Well,” said Muilady, “I have not seen our Gascon here 
this evening.” 

“What, madame,” said Kitty, “has he not been? Can he 
have proved fickle before he has been favored ? ” 

“Qh, no! he must have been hindered either by M. de 
Treville or M. des Essarts. I have some experience, Kitty, 
and I hold that man securely.” 

“What will your ladyship do with him ?” 

“What shall I do with hin? Depend upon it, Kitty, 
there is something between that man and me of which he 
little thinks. He very nearly destroyed my credit with his 
eminence. Oh! I will have vengeance!” 

“T thought that your ladyship loved him ?” 

“Love him! I detest him. The ninny held Lord de 
Winter’s life in his power and did not kill him, and by that 
alone he made me lose an income of three hundred thousand 
francs.” 

“It is true,” said Kitty, “your son was the sole heir of 
his uncle, and till he became of age you would have had the 
advantare of the fortune.” 

PD’ Artaynan shuddered to the very marrow of his bones at 
hearing this sweet creature censuring him in that voice 
whose sharpness she had so much trouble to conceal in con- 
versation, for not having slain a man on whom he had seen 
her heaping indications of affection. 

“ Yes,” continued her ladyship, “and I would have taken 
vengeance on him before now, if, for some reason or other 
that I know not, the cardinal had not insisted on for- 
bearance.” 

“Oh, yes; but your ladyship had no forbearance with 
that little woman that he loved.” 
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‘What! the mercer’s wife of the Rue des Fossoyeurs! 
Why, has he not already forgotten her existence? A fine 
vengeance that was, truly.” 

Cold drops trickled on the brow of D’ Artagnan ; this titled 
lady was a very monster. 

He set himself again to listen, but the toilet was, unfor- 
tunately, ended. 

“That will do,” said her ladyship; “go to your own 
room now and try to-morrow to get me an answer at last to 
that letter which I have given you.” 

“For M. de Wardes ? ” 

“ Certainly, for M. de Wardes.” 

“Ah!” said Kitty, “he is one that seems to me in a very 
different frame of mind from that poor M. d’Artagnan.” 

“Leave me, girl!” exclaimed her ladyship; “I do not 
like remarks.” 

D’ Artagnan heard the noise of the closing door and then 
of two bolts with which Milady secured herself within. 
Kitty, on her side, turned the key in the lock as gently as it 
was possible. D’Artagnan then pushed open the door of 
the press. 

“Oh, my God!” whispered Kitty, “what ails you? what 
makes you look so pale? ” 

“ The abominable wretch!” muttered D’ Artagnan. 

“Silence! silence! Go away,” said Kitty; “there is only 
a partition between my room and Milady’s, and everything 
that is said in one is heard in the other.” 

“ For precisely that reason I will not go,” said D’ Artagnan. 

‘ What do you mean?” said Kitty, blushing. 

“Or, rather, I will go—later;” and he drew Kitty to 
him. There was no possibility of resistance, it would have 
made so much noise! So Kitty did not resist. 

It was a sort of vengeance on Milady, and D’Artagnan 
found that they are right who say that vengeance is a 
pleasure for the gods. So, had he been a man of heart, 
he would have been pleased with this new conquest; but 
D’Artagnan was ruled by pride and ambition. 
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However, it must be said to D’Artagnan’s credit that the 
first use he made of his influence over Kitty was to try to 
learn from her what had become of Madame Bonancieux ; 
but the poor girl swore to D’Artagnan upon the crucifix 
that she was completely ignorant regarding the matter, as 
her mistress never allowed her to know more than half of 
any of her secrets. But she thought he might rely upon it 
that she was not dead. 

Nor did Kitty really know anything further about the 
circumstance which had nearly made her mistress lose her 
credit with the cardinal. But in this particular D’ Artagnan 
was better informed. As he had perceived her ladyship on 
shipboard at the very moment that he was quitting England, 
he did not doubt that it had some reference to the diamond 
studs. 

But what was most manifest in the whole affair was the 
genuine, deep, inveterate hatred which her ladyship enter- 
tained against him for not having killed her brother-in-law. 

D’Artagnan returned to her ladyship’s on the next day. 
He found her in a very ill-humor and he understood that it 
was the disappointment of an answer from De Wardes which 
thus. provoked her. Kitty entered, but Milady treated 
her harshly. A glance which she gave at D’Artagnan 
seemed to say, — “ See what I suffer upou your account.” 

But as the evening wore on the lovely lioness grew gentle. 
She listened with a smile to the tender compliments of 
D’Artagnan ard condescended even to give him her hand 
to kiss. 

D’Artagnan left her, scarcely knowing what to think. 
But as be was a Gascon, who was not easily to be deceived, 
he had in his mind contrived a little plan. 

He found Kitty at. the door and went, as on the evening 
before, to her room, to collect intelligence. Kitty had been 
sadly scolded and aceused of negligence. Her ladyship 
could not comprehend the silence of the Count de Wardes 
and had commanded her maid to come to her at nine o’clock 
the next morning for a third letter. 
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D’Artagnan made Kitty promise to come to him in the 
morning and bring that letter to him. The gil promised all 
that D’Artagnan desired; she was crazed. 

Everything passed as on the preceding night. 

D’ Artagnan concealed himself. Milady called, dis- 
robed, sent Kitty away and closed the door. As on the pre- 
ceding night D’Artagnan did not depart till five in the 
morning. 

At eleven o’clock he saw Kitty make her appearance. She 
held in her hand another note from her ladyship. On this 
occasion the poor girl did not even endeavor to detain it 
from D’Artagnan ; she let him do as he chose; in body and 
in soul she belonged to her handsome soldier. 

D’Artagnan opened this second note, which, like the 
other, bore neither signature nor address, and read as 
follows: 


“This is the third time I have written to tell you I love 
you ; take care that I do not write a fourth time, to tell you 
that I hate you. If you are sorry for the way you have 
treated me the young girl who brings this letter will tell you 
how a gallant man may obtain forgiveness.” 


D’Artagnan’s color changed several times as he perused 
this note. 

“Oh! you love her still!” said Kitty, whose eyes had 
never once been turned away from the young man’s face. 

‘No, Kitty, you deceive yourself. I no longer love her, 
but I want to avenge myself for her contempt.” 

‘“ Yes, I know your vengeance! You told me.” 

« What does it matter, Kitty? You know I love you 
only.” 

« How can I be sure of that ?” 

By the disdain I will cast upon her.” 

Kitty sighed. 

D’ Artagnan took up a pen, and wrote: 


« Mapame, — Until now I have been in doubt whether 
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your former notes could really have been meant for me, so 
unworthy did I feel myself of such an honor; but to-day I 
must at least believe in the excess of your kindness, since 
not only your letter, but your servant, also, affirm that I 
have the happiness to be the object of your love. 

“ She has no need to tell me howa gallant man may obtain 
forgiveness. At eleven to-night I shall come to implore your 
forgiveness. To delay another day, at present, would be, in 
my opinion, to offer you a new affront. 

“ He whom you have rendered the happiest of men.” 


This note was not precisely a forgery, as D’Artagnan did 
not sign it, but it was an indelicacy ; it was even, according to 
the standard of our present manners, something like an act 
of infamy; but people in those days were less scrupulous 
than we are now. Moreover, D’Artagnan knew, from her 
ladyship’s own avowal, that she had been guilty of treach- 
eries in the most important affairs and his respect for her 
was singularly small. And yet, little as he respected her, he 
felt an ungovernable passion for the woman. Passion drunk 
with contempt ; but passion or thirst, as one chooses to call it. 

D’Artagnan’s plot was very simple. Through Kitty’s 
chamber he would enter that of her mistress. He would 
profit by the first moment of surprise, of shame, of terror, to 
triumph over her. Perhaps he might not succeed, but he 
must leaveit to chance. In eight days the campaign would 
open and he must leave then. D’Artagnan had no time to 
procrastinate. 

“There,” said the young man, handing the sealed note to 
Kitty, “ give this letter to her ladyship; 1t is M.de Wardes’s 
reply.” 

Poor Kitty became as white as a lily; she suspected what 
the note contained. 

“Listen, my dear child,” said D’Artagnan; “ you under- 
stand that all this must come to an end in one way or 
another. Your mistress may discover that you delivered 
the first note to my servant, {ustead of to the count’s; and 
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that it was I who unsealed the others, which should have 
been opened by M. de Wardes. Her ladyship will then dis- 
miss you, and you know that she is not the kind of woman 
to be moderate in her revenge.” 

“ Alag!” said Kitty, “why have I exposed myself to 
this? ” 

“ For me, I know, my beauty,” said the young man, “and 
very grateful am I for it, I swear.” 

“ But what does your note contain ?” 

“ Her ladyship will tell you.” 

© Alas! you do not love me!” exclaimed Kitty, “and I 
am very wretched ! ” 

To this reproach there is always an answer to delude a 
woman. D’Artagnan answered in a way that kept Kitty in 
error. 

Kitty wept much before she determined to deliver this 
letter to her mistress; but, from devotion to the young sol- 
dier, she did determine at last, and that was all that D’ Arta- 
gnan desired. 

At last he promised to leave her mistress early in the 
evening apd come to her. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 
CONCERNING THE EQUIPMENTS OF ARAMIS AND PORTHOS. 


Wuttst the four friends were busily engaged in looking out 
for their equipments there had no longer been any regular 
meetings among them. They dined, without one another, 
wherever they chanced to be, and met together when they 
could. Duty also, on its side, occupied a part of that precious 
time which was so rapidly passing away. Dut they had 
agreed to meet once a week about one o’clock at Athos’s 
chambers, as it was known that he, according to his vow, 
would never pass over the threshold of his door. 

The very day on which Kitty had visited D’Artagnan at 
his own home was one of their days of meeting; and 
scarcely had the waiting-maid quitted D’Artagnan before 
he proceeded to the Rue Ferou. 

He found Athos and Aramis philosophizing. Aramis had 
still a secret inclination to return to the cassock, and Athos, 
according to his custom, neither dissuaded nor encouraged 
him. Athos liked every one to exercise his own free will. 

He never gav. his advice before it was asked for, and, even 
then, it must be asked for twice. 

“In general, people only ask for advice,” he said, “ that they 
may not follow it; or,if they should follow it, that they may 
have soinebody to blame for having given it.” 

Porthos arrived anu instant after D’Artagnan, so the four 
friends were all assembled. 

Their four countenances had four different expressions: 
that of Porthos, tranquillity; of D’Artagnan, hope; of 
Aramis, anxiety; and that of Athos, utter indifference. 

After a moment’s conversation, in which Porthos obscurely 
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intimated that a lady high in rank had kindly taken upon 
herself to relieve him from his embarrassment, Musqueton 
entered. 

He came to request Porthos to come to his lodging, where, 
said he, in a most melancholy tone, his presence was most 
urgently required. 

“ Are my equipments come ?”” demanded Porthos. 

“Yes and no,” replied Musqueton. _ 

But what do you mean, I ask you?” 

‘Come, sir!” 

Porthos arose, bowed to his friends and followed Mus- 
queton. 

A moment afterwards Bazin appeared on the door-sill. 

“What do you want, my friend?” inquired Aramis, with 
that softness of tone which was always observable in him 
when his ideas inclined toward the church. 

“A man is awaiting you, sir, at your rooms,” replied 
Bazin. 

“A man? What sort of a man?” 

“A beggar.” 

“Give him something, Bazin, and tell him to pray for a 
poor sinner.” 

“This beggarman insists on seeing you and wishes to 
make out that you will be very glad to see him.” 

“ Has he got anything particular for me?” 

“Yes. ‘If M. Aramis hesitates to come to me,’ said he, 
‘tell him I have just arrived from Tours.’ ” 

“From Tours! I will go directly!” exclaimed Aramis. 
“Gentlemen, a thousand pardons; but undoubtedly this 
man brings me the news I was expecting.” And getting 
up at once, he went off at a run. 

There now remained only Athos and D’Artagnan. 

“T verily believe that those fellows have settled their 
affairs,” said Athos. “ What think you about it, D’Arta- 
enan ?” 

“T knew that Porthos was in a fair way, and as for 
Aramis, to tell the truth, I was never very uneasy about 


38 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


him. But you, my dear Athos, who so generously gave 
away the English pistoles which were your legitimate prop- 
erty — what will you do?” 

“T am very glad that I killed the rascal,” said Athos, 
“seeing that he had the silly curiosity to know my real 
name; but if I bad pocketed his pistoles they would have 
weighted me down with remorse.” 

“Well, my dear Athos, you really have an inconceivable 
delicacy,” said DD’ Artagnan. 

“Enough! enough! Kut what was M. de Treville saying 
when he did me the honor to call and see me yesterday — 
that you haunt these suspicious English people whom the 
cardinal protects ? ” 

“That is to say, that I visit an Englishwoman —the lady 
of whom I told you.” 

« Ah, yes, the fair woman about whom I gave you some 
advice, which naturally enough you took especial care not 
to follow.” 

“T gave you my reasons. But I am now certain that 
Milady had something to do with the disappearance of 
Madame Bonancieux.” 

‘Yes, I comprehend — to find one woman, you make love 
to another. It is the longest way, but by far the most 
amusing.” 

D’Artagnan was about to unbosom himself to Athos, but 
one reason restrained him. Athos was a gentleman scrupu- 
lous on points of honor, and in the plan he had made for 
Milady he was sure he could not obtain Athos’s assent. 
He was therefore silent. | 

We will now leave the two friends, who had nothing very 
important to say to one another, and follow Aramis. 

On entering his room he found a little man with intelli- 
gent eyes, but dressed in rags. 

“Ts it you who want to see me?” 

“Tam in search of M. Aramis; is that the name by which 
you are called ?” 

“Yes. Have you anything for me?” 
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“Yes, if you can show me a certain embroidered hand- 
kerchief.” 

‘‘ Here it 1s,” said Aramis, taking a key from his bosom 
and opening a small ebony casket, inlaid with mother-of- 
pearl. “Here itis. Look!” 

“That is right,” said the beggar; “now dismiss your 
servant.” 

For, in fact, Bazin, curious to know what the beggar 
wanted with his master, had kept pace with him and 
arrived almost at the same time. But his speed was of 
little benefit to him. At the suggestion of the beggar his 
master made a sign to him to withdraw, and he had no 
alternative but to obey. 

When Bazin was gone the beggar glanced rapidly around 
to be sure that nobody could either see or hear him, and 
then, opening his ragged vest, which was intermittently 
held together by a leathern belt, he began to rip the top of 
his doublet, from which he drew a letter. 

Aramis uttered a cry of joy at the sight of the seal, 
kissed the writing and, with a respect almost religious, 
opened the letter which contained what follows: 


“My Frienp,— Fate wills that we be separated for a 
little longer time, but the bright days of youth are not 
forever lost. Do your duty in the camp; I will do mine 
elsewhere. Take what the bearer will give you; make the 
campaign like a good and graceful gentleman, and always 
remember me, who kiss tenderly your black eyes. 

“ Farewell, until we meet again.” 


The beggar was yet engaged in ripping; he drew from 
his dirty clothes, one by one, a hundred and fifty double 
Spanish pistoles, which he placed in a row upon the table; 
then he opened the door, bowed, and was gone before the 
astonished young man had dared to address a word to him 

Aramis now reperused the letter and perceived that it 
had the following postscript: 
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“P.S.— You can be hospitable to the bearer, who is a 
count and a grandee of Spain.” 


“Golden dreams!” exclaimed Aramis; “oh! heavenly 
life! yes, we are still young! yes, we shall still bask in 
brighter days! Oh! thou art my love, my lfe-blood, my 
being! All in all art thou, my beautiful beloved !” 

And he kissed the letter passionately, without even 
glancing at the gold which glittered on the table. 

Bazin was scratching at the door,and, as Aramis had now 
no reason for keeping him away, he permitted him to come 
in. 

He was astounded at the sight of s0 much gold and for- 
got that he should have announced D’Artagnan, who, 
curious to know what this beggarman was, had come on to 
Aramis when he left Athos. 

But D’Artagnan never stood on ceremony with Araniis, 
and therefore, seeing that Bazin had forgotten to announce 
him, he announced himself. 

“ Ah, the deuce! my dear Aramis,” said he on entering, 
“these are the plums they send you from Tours; you must 
send my congratulations on them to the gardener who 
gathers them.” | 

“You are mistaken, my dear fellow,” said the ever dis- 
creet Aramis; “it is my bookseller, who has just sent me 
the price of my poem, in verses of one syllable, which I 
began down in the country.” 

‘Ah! really?” said D’Artagnan. “ Well, all I can say, 
my dear Aramis, is, that your bookseller is very generous.” 

“What, sir,” said Bazin, “does a poem sell for such a 
sum? Itis inconceivable! Oh, sir, you must do whatever 
you desire; you may become equal to M. Voiture and M. de 
Benserade. J like that now, myself. A poet! It is next 
door to an abbé. Ah, sir, establish yourself, then, as a poet, 
I beseech you!” 

“ Bazin, my friend,” said Aramis, “I think that you are 
interposing in the conversation.” 
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The valet understood that he was wrong, bowed his head 
and left the room. 

“Ah!” said D’Artagnan, with a smile, “you sell your 
productions for their weight in gold! You are fortunate, 
my friend! But take care or you will lose that letter 
which is falling out of your coat and which, without doubt, 
is also from your bookseller.” 

Aramis blushed to the very white of his eyes, thrust in 
the letter and buttoned up his doublet. 

“ My dear D’Artagnan,” said he, “we will, if you please, 
zo to our friends; and, as I am now so rich, we will begin 
to dine together again, till you become, in turn, rich your- 
selves.” 

« Faith, and with great pleasure,” replied D’Artagnan. “ It 
is a long time since we have had a suitable dinner; and as 
I have myself rather a hazardous expedition this evening, I 
shall not be sorry, I confess, to have the fumes of two or 
three bottles of old Burgundy mounting up into my head.” 

‘Well, as for old Burgundy, I do not hate it myself, 
either,” said Aramis, out of whose head the sight of the 
gold had driven all thoughts of retirement. 

And having put three or four double pistoles into his 
pocket for present use, he inclosed the remainder in the 
ebony casket, incrusted with pearl, which already con- 
tained the famous handkerchief that had served him in 
lieu of talisman. 

The two friends went first to Athos, who, faithful to his 
vow not to go from home, undertook to have the dinner 
brought to his own rooms. As he was marvelcusly familiar 
with all gastronomical details, D’Artagnan and Aramis had 
no scruples in confiding to him this important matter. 

They then went to Porthos, but at the corner of the Rue 
du Bae they met Musqueton, who, with a most piteous face, 
was driving a mule and a horse before him. 

I Artagnan uttered an exclamation of surprise, not 
unmingled with joy. 

«Ah! my yellow horse!” cried he. ‘“ Aramis, behold 
this horse!” 
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“Oh, what a frightful beast!” exclaimed Aramis. 

“Well, my dear boy, it is the horse ou which I came to 
Paris.” 

“What, sir, do you know the animal?” inquired Mus- 
queton. 

“ He certainly is of a most original color,” said Aramis. 
‘T never saw one with such a hide before.” 

‘T can well believe it,” replied D’Artagnan; “and I sold 
him for three crowns, which must have been for his hide, 
for certainly the carcass is not worth eighteen livres. But 
how do I find this horse in your hands ? ” 

« Ah!” said the valet, ‘“‘do not say anything about it, sir. 
It is a horrible trick of our duchess’s husband.” 

“ How so?” 

“ Yes, we are looked upon most favorably by a woman of 
quality, the Duchess of But excuse me, my master 
has enjoined me to be discreet. She obliged us to accept a 
small memorial, a magnificent Spanish charger and an 
Andalusian mule, which were most marvelous to behold. 
But the husband found it out, abstracted on their way the 
two magnificent animals and gubstituted these frightful 
beasts for them.” 

‘ And are you taking them back to him ?” 

‘Yes, that is it, exactly, sir,” replied Musqueton. “ You 
know it is impossible for us to accept such scarecrows as 
these, instead of those which had been promised us.” 

‘No, egad! though I should have enjoyed seeing Porthos 
on my yellow horse. It would have given me some idea of 
what I looked like myself when I came to Paris. But do 
not let us detain you, Musqueton. Go and execute your 
master’s commission! Go! Is he at home?” 

“ Yes, sir,” said Musqueton, “ but in a very bad humor.” 

He then continued on his way toward the quay of the 
Grande Augustins, whilst the two friends went to ring at 
the unfortunate Porthos’s door. But the latter had seen 
them crossing the court and was careful not to let them in. 
So their ringing was in vain, 
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In the meantime Musqueton proceeded on, and crossing 
the Pont Neuf, still driving the two sorry beasts before 
him, he reached the Rue aux Ours, where, in accordance 
with his master’s orders, he fastened the horse and the mule 
to the knocker of the attorney’s door; and then, without 
disturbing himself about their future fate, he returned to 
find Porthos and inform him that his commission had been 
punctually executed. 

After some time the two unhappy beasts, having eaten 
nothing since the morning, made so great a noise by lifting 
up and letting fall the knocker, that the attorney ordered 
his stump-in-the-gutter to inquire in the neighborhood to 
whom this horse and mule belonged. 

Madame Coqguenard recognized her present and could not, 
at first, at all comprehend such a restitution. But a visit 
from Porthos soon enlightened her. The rage which, in 
spite of the constraint that he imposed upon himeelf, 
sparkled in the musketeer’s eyes, alarmed his susceptible 
admirer. In fact, Musqueton had not concealed from his 
master that he had met D’Artagnan and Aramis, and that 
the former had recognized in the yellow horse the very 
Béarnese nag on which he had arrived at Paris and which 
he had sold for three crowns. 

Porthos left again as soon as he had made an appoint- 
ment to meet the attorney’s wife in the Cloister of St. 
Magloire. When her husband saw that Porthos was leav- 
ing he invited him to dinner—an invitation which the 
musketeer declined with an air of majestic dignity. 

Madame Coquenard trembled as she went toward the 
Cloister of St. Magloire, for she anticipated the reproaches 
that awaited her. But she was fascinated by the lofty 
manners of Porthos. 

All the imprecations and reproaches that a man, whose 
vanity is wounded, can pour upon a woman, were poured by 
Porthos on the humble head of the attorney’s wife. 

“ Alas!” said she, “I did it all for the best. One of our 
clients is a horse-dealer; he owed us money and was mani- 
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oe 
festly reluctant to pay, so I took this mule and horse in dis- 
charge of his debt; but he had promised me two royal 
animals,” 

‘Well, madame,” said Porthos, “if his debt was more 
than five crowns your horse-dealer is a thief.” 

“Tt is not forbidden one to look out for a good bargain, 
M. Porthos,” said the atturney’s wife, by way of excuse. 

‘No, madame, but those who look out for good bargains 
ought to permit others to look out for more generous 
friends.” 

And turning on his heel, Porthos made a step toward 
retiring. 

“M. Porthos! M. Porthos!” exclaimed the attorney’s 
wife, “I confess that it was wrong; I ought not to have 
thought of bargaining about the equipment of a gentleman 
like yau.” 

Without replying, Porthos took a second step to leave. 

The attorney’s wife fancied that she saw him in a glitter- 
ing sphere, encompassed by duchesses and marchionesses, 
who scattered bags of gold before his feet. 

“Stay! in Heaven’s name, stay, M. Porthos!” exelaimed 
she; “satay and let us talk it all over.” 

“To talk with you brings me ill-luck,” said Porthos. 

“But tell me, what do you require?” 

Nothing; for that amounts to the same thing as though 
I required something of you.” 

The attorney’s wife hung on Porthos’s arm and in the 
violence of her grief exclaimed : | 

“MM. Porthos, I am completely ignorant about all these 
things. What can J know about a horse? What do I 
know about equipments ?” 

“You should leave it to me, then, who do understand 
them, madame. But you wanted to get things cheap that 
you might lend at usury.” 

“It was wrong, M. Forthos, and I will give you repara- 
tion, on my word of honor.” / 

“And how so?” demanded the musketeer. 
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‘Tisten. M. Coquenard is going this evening to the 
Duke de Chaulnes, who has sent for him. It is to a con- 
sultation which will last at least two hours. Come, then; 
we shall be alone, and arrange the business.” 

“ Well, that is much more to the point.” 

‘ And you will forgive me?” 

“ We shall see,” replied Porthos majestically. 

They parted from each other, repeating: ‘Till this even- 
ing!” 

“T’ faith!” thought Porthos, as he went his way, “I 
Seem now to be creeping a step or two nearer M. Coque- 
nard’s strong-box.” 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 


ALL CATS ARE THE SAME COLOR IN THE DARK. 


THE evening so impatiently awaited by D’Artagnan at 
length arrived. 

At about nine o’clock he went, as usual, to her ladyship’s, 
and as he found her in a wonderfully good humor he was 
received more sweetly than ever. Our Gascon saw at the 
first glance that the pretended note of the Count de Wardes 
had been delivered by Kitty to her mistress and that it was 
producing its effect. 

Kitty came in with some sherbets. Her mistress looked 
at her kindly and smiled on her with her most gracious 
smuile; but the poor girl was so concerned at the presence 
of D’Artagnan with her ladyship that she was insensible to 
the latter’s good-will. 

D’Artagnan looked by turns at these two women and 
could not but confess that nature had committed a mistake 
in molding them; to the great lady she had given a venial 
and perfidious soul, and to the waiting-maid a loving and 
devoted heart. 

At ten o’clock her ladyship began to appear uneasy and 
D’ Artagnan soon guessed the meaning of her trouble. She 
looked at the time-piece, got up, sat down again, and smiled 
at D’Artagnan, with a look which seemed to say, “ You are 
very amiable, no doubt, but you would be still more charm- 
ing if you would but go.” 

D’ Artagnan arose and took his hat and then her ladyship 
gave him her hand to kiss. The young man was sensible 
of a gentle pressure, which he attributed, not to coquetry, 
but to gratitude on account of his departure. 
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“She loves him madly!” muttered he, as he went out. 

On this occasion Kitty was not awaiting him, either in 
the ante-chamber, in the corridor, or at the gate; and D’Ar- 
tagnan had to find out, alone, the staircase and the little 
chamber. 

Kitty was sitting with her face between her hands, cry- 
ing. She heard D’Artagnan enter, but did not lift up her 
head. The young man went to her and took her hands, and 
then she burst out in sobs. 

As D’Artagnan had suspected, her ladyship, on receiving 
the letter which she regarded as the Count de Wardes’s 
reply, had, in the delirium of her joy, made her waiting- 
maid acquainted with the whole, and then, as a recompense 
for the manner in which her mission had been executed, 
had given her a purse of gold. 

Kitty, on returning to her room, had thrown the purse 
into a corner, where it was lying open, disgorging three or 
four golden coins upon the carpet. 

When at last the poor girl, at D’Artagnan’s entreaty, 
raised her head, he was struck with alarm at the expression 
of her face. She clasped her hands together with a suppli- 
ant air, but without venturing to speak a word. 

Little sensible as was D’Artagnan’s heart, he was yet 
affected by this silent grief. But he was too positive in all 
his projects, and especially in this one, to deviate at all 
from his ordained arrangement. He would not give Kitty 
the least hope of deferring the rash enterprise on which he 
had resolved; but herepresented it to her as what it really 
was — that is, as an act of simple vengeance against her lady- 
ship’s coquetry ; and as the only means which he possessed 
of obtaining, from her dread of the scandal of exposure, 
the information that he wanted in respect to Madame 
Bonancieux. 

This plan became also the more easy in its execution, from 
her ladyship having, doubtless to hide her blushes from her 
lover, commanded Kitty to extinguish all the lights in her 
apartment. M.de Wardes would depart before day, while 
it was yet dark. 
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An instant afterward her ladyship was heard returning to 
her chamber. D’Artagnan immediately hurried within his 
press. Scarcely was he blockaded in it before the bell rung. 

Kitty went to her mistress and did not leave the door 
open ; but the partition was so thin that the conversation of 
the two women was almost wholly audible. 

Ver ladyship seemed to be intoxicated with joy. She 
made Kitty repeat to her the most trifling details of her pre- 
tended interview with De Wardes and tell her how he had 
received her letter and how he answered it; what was the 
expression of his face and whether he seemed much enam- 
ored; and to all those questions poor Kitty, who was coin- 
pelled to keep up the comedy, answered in a stifled voice, of 
which her mistress, so egotistical is happiness, did not even 
observe the disconsolate tone. 

As the hour of her interview with the count approached, 
her ladyship had all the lights in her room actually extin- 
guished and commanded Kitty to return to her chamber 
and to introduce De Wardes as soon as he arrived. 

Kitty had not long to wait. Hardly had D’Artagnan 
seen, through the keyhole of his press, that the whole apart- 
ment was in darkness, before he sprang from his cupboard, 
at the very moment that Kitty closed the communicating 
door. 

“ What is that noise ?” inquired Milady. 

“Tt is I,” whispered D’Artagnan, “I, the Count de 
Wardes.” 

“Oh, my God! my God!” groaned Kitty, “ he could not 
even wait for the hour himself had fixed.” 

“Well!” said the lady, in a trembling voice, “why does 
he not come in? Count, count,” added she, “you know that 
IT am waiting for you.” 

At this appeal D’Artagnan put Kitty gently aside and 
sprang into her ladyship’s room. 

What rage and grief must torture the soul of the lover 
who receives, under a uame that is not his own, protestations 
of affection which address themselves to his favored rival! 
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D’ Artagnan was in a situation of which he had not calcu- 
lated the suffering; jealousy was gnawing at his heart, and 
he had to endure almost as much as poor Kitty, who was at 
that very time weeping in the adjoining chamber, 

‘Yes, count,” said her ladyship, in her sweetest tones, as 
she tenderly pressed one of his hands between her own; 
“yes, Tam happy in the love which your looks and words 
expressed whenever we have met. And I, too, return your 
love. Ah! to-morrow you must let me have some keepsake 
which will prove you think of me; and, as you might for- 
get me, count, keep this.” 

And she slipped a ring from her own finger on to that of 
D’Artagnan. 

It was a magnificent sapphire, encircled by diamonds. 

The first emotion of D’Artagnan prompted him to return 
it, but her ladyship added : 

“No, no! keep this ring for love of me. Besides,” added 
she, in a voice of much emotion, “ you really do me a far 
greater service by accepting it than you can possibly 
imagine.” 

“ This woman is full of mystery,” thought D’ Artagnan. 

He felt himself at this moment ready to confess every- 
thing. He had, in fact, already opened his mouth to tell 
her ladyship who he was and with what desire of vengeance 
he had come, when she added : 

“Poor angel! whom that monster of a Gascon almost 
killed.” 

The monster was himself. 

“Oh!” continued her ladyship, “do you still suffer from 
your wounds ?” 

“ Yes, greatly,” answered D’Artagnan, who was somewhat 
at a loss what to say. 

“ Depend upon it,” muttered her ladyship, in a tone which 
gave but little comfort to her hearer, “that I will take a 
terrible vengeance on him for your sufferings.” 

‘Head !” said D’Artagnan to himself, “the time for my 
confession is not come yet.” 
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It required some little time for D’Artagnan to recover 
himself from this little dialogue. All the ideas of vengeance 
which he had brought with him had completely vanished. 
The woman exercised an inconceivable power over him — 
he hated and adored her at the same time. Never had he 
believed that two sentiments so inconsistent could exist 
together in the same heart, creating, by commingling, a 
strange and, in some respects, a diabolical love. 

But the clock had struck one and it was time for them to 
separate. At the moment of quitting her ladyship D’Ar- 
tagnan was only sensible of a deep regret at being parted 
from her; and in the passionate adieu which they recipro- 
cally addressed to one another a new meeting was agreed 
upon in the ensuing week. 

Poor Kitty hoped to have an opportunity of saying a few 
words to D’Artagnan as he passed through her chamber, but 
her mistress led him out herself in the darkness and only 
left him when they reached the staircase. 

In the morning of the next day D’Artagnan hastened to 
Athos; for, being engaged in such a singular adventure, he 
wished for his advice. He told him everything and Athos’s 
brow was often knitted during the narration. 

‘Your lady,” said he, “appears to me to be an infamous 
creature; but you are not, on that account, the less wrong 
in thus deceiving her. You way now be sure that, in one 
way or another, you will have a bitter enemy to deal with.” 

Whilst still :peaking Athos looked earnestly at the sap- 
phire, encircled with diamonds, which D’Artagnan now wore 
in the place of the queen’s ring, which was carefully depos- 
ited in a case. 

“You are looking at this ring?” said the Gascon, proud 
of displaying before his friend such a splendid gift. 

“Yes,” replied Athos; “it reminds me of a family jewel.” 

“Tt is beautiful, is it not? ” said D’Artagnan. 

“ Magnificent !”’ rejoined Athos. “I did not believe that 
there were two sapphires in the world of so fine a water. 
Did you exchange your diamond for it?” 
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“No,” replied D’Artagnan ; “it is a present from my beau- 
tiful Englishwoman, or, rather, my beautiful Frenchwoman, 
for, although I have not asked her, I am sure she was born 
in France.” 

“ And this ring was given to you by her ladyship?” said 
Athos, in a voice in which it was easy to perceive extreme 
emotion. 

“Yes, by herself; she gave it to me last night.” 

“ Let me look at it,” said Athos. 

‘‘ Here it is,” said D’Artagnan, drawing it from his finger. 
Athos examined it and became very pale; he then tried it 
on the ring-finger of his left hand, and it fitted as if it had 
been made for him. 

A shade of anger and revenge passed across his generally 
calm forehead. 

“Tt is impossible that it can be the same,” said he. 
“ How could this ring come into the hands of that lady ? 
And yet it is very strange that two jewels should be so 
wondrously alike.” 

“Do you know the ring?” asked D’Artagnan. 

T thought I recognized it,” said Athos, “but I dare say I 
am mistaken.” 

He then returned the ring to D’Artagnan, without, how- 
ever, ceasing to keep his eyes upon it. 

“Let me entreat you,” said he, an instant afterward, 
“either to take that ring from your finger or to turn the 
stone inside; it recalls to me such painful remembrances 
that I should not be collected enough for any conversation. 
Did you not come to ask my advice? Did you not say that 
you were in a difficulty what to do? But stop, let me look 
at that sapphire again. The one I mentioned had one of 
its surfaces scratched by an accident.” 

D’Artagnan again drew off the ring and handed it to 
Athos. 

Athos trembled. 

“Look,” said he, “look. Is it not strange?” And he 
pointed out to D’Artagnan the scratch that he remembered 
Should be there. 
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“ But whence came this sapphire, Athos ?” 

“Tt was my mother’s, who had received it from her 
mother. As 1 told you, it is an ancient jewel, which ought 
never to have left the family.” 

« And you—sold it?” demanded D’Artagnan, with some 
hesitation. 

“No,” replied Athos, with a singular smile, “I gave it 
away during a moment of love, as it was given to you.” 

DP’ Artagnan grew pensive in his turn. He thought that 
he could discern in her ladyship’s life abysses that seemed 
more dark and terrible than ever. 

He put the ring, not on his finger, but into his pocket. 

“ Listen,’ said Athos, taking the young man’s hand. 
“ You know how much I love you, D’Artagnan, Jlad Iason 
I could not love him more dearly. Well, take my advice — 
renounce this woman. I do not know her, but a kind of 
intuition tells me that she is a lost creature and that there 
is something deadly in her.” 

“You are right,” said D’Artagnan, “and I wil’ renounce 
her. I will confess that this woman frightens even me.” 

“ And will you have the resolution?” asked Athos. 

“ Yes, and at once, too,” rephed D’Artagnan. 

“You are quite right, my dear D’Artagnan,” said Athos, 
pressing his hand with an affection almost paternal; “and 
God grant that this woman, who has scarcely been a part of 
your existence, may leave no pestilential trace upon it!” 

And Athos bowed his head, like a man who would not be 
sorry to be left to his own thoughts. 

On reaching home D’Artagnan found Kitty awaiting him. 
A month of fever could not have made a greater change in 
the poor girl than had been produced by an hour of jealousy 
and grief. 

She had been sent by her mistress to the Count de 
Wardes. Her mistress was mad with love — intoxicated 
with joy; she wanted to know when the count would accord 
her a second interview. | 

The pale and trembling Kitty waited there for D’Arta- 


gnan’s reply. 
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Athos had considerable influence over the young man. 
The counsels of his friend, co-operating with the sentiments 
of his own heart and with the memory of Madame Bonan- 
cleux, which was but rarely absent from him, had made him 
resolve, now that his pride was satisfied, to see her ladyship 
no more. As his only answer, he took a‘pen and wrote the 
following letter : ‘ 


“Do not reckon any more on me, madame. Now that I 
am becoming convalescent, 1 have so many interviews of 
the same kind to grant that I must put them into some 
regular order. When your turn comes round, I shall have 
the honor to inform you. I kiss your hands. 

“ComMTE DE WARDES.” 


Not a word said about the sapphire; the Gascon wished 
to keep it for the present, as a weapon against her ladyshup. 

It would be wrong to judge of the actions of one age 
by the habits of another. Conduct which would now be 
regarded as a disgrace to a gallant man seemed at that time 
quite simple and natural. And younger sons of the best 
families were often supported by their mistresses. 

D’ Artagnan handed the open letter to Kitty, who read it 
at first without understanding it, and who very nearly went 
out of her mind when she read it a second time. 

Kitty scarcely could believe such happiness, and JD’ Ar- 
tagnan was obliged to repeat to her verbally the assurance 
which the letter gave in writing. Whatever might be the 
danger which, on account of the passionate character of her 
mistress, the poor girl incurred in delivering such a note to 
her ladyship, none the less did she run back, as fast as her 
legs could carry her, to the Place Royale. 

The heart of the kindest woman is pitiless toward a 
rival’s pains. 

Her ladyship opened the letter with an eagerness equal 
to that with which the Abigail had brought it; but at the 
first words that she read she became actually livid; then 
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she crushed the letter in her hand and turned, with light 
ning in her eyes, on Kitty. 

“What is this letter?” said she. 

“It is the answer to your ladyship’s,” said the trembling 
Kitty. 

“Impossible!” exclaimed the lady; ‘impossible that a 
gentleman should have written such a letter to a lady!” 

Then, suddenly, she cried : 

“My God! could he know 

She checked herself, shuddering. She ground her teeth 
—her face was of an ashy color. She endeavored to take 
a step toward the window for air, but she could only stretch 
out her arms; her strength failed her and she sunk back 
into an easy-chair. 

Kitty, thinking she was fainting, rushed forward to open 
her corset. But raising herself up suddenly, she exclaimed : 

“ What do you want? why do you touch me?” 

“T thought your ladyship was ill and I wished to assist 
you,” replied the poor damsel, frightened at the terrible 
expression which the countenance of her mistress had 
assumed. 

“unwell! Do you take me for a weak woman? When 
I am insulted I do not fall ill—I seek for my revenge. 
Do you hear?” 

And she motioned Kitty to leave the room. 


) 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 


THE DREAM OF VENGEANCE. 


In the evening Her Ladyship gave orders that M. d’Arta- 
gnan should be admitted as usual, as soon as he came. Dut 
he came not. 

On the neat morning Kitty went again to see D’ Artagnan 
and told him all that had occurred on the previous day. 
1) Artagnan smiled. This jealous anger of her ladyship 
was his revenge. 

The impatience of the indignant lady had imcreased by 
night. She renewed her orders relative to the young Gas- 
con; but as on the preceding evening, her expectations were 
in vain. 

On the next morning Kitty visited D’Artagnan. She was, 
however, no longer joyous and alert, as on the previous days, 
but, on the contrary, overcome with prief. 

D’Artagnan inquired of the poor girl what ailed her, but 
the latter, as her sole reply, drew from her pocket a letter 
which she handed to him. 

This letter was in her ladyship’s handwriting, only on this 
necasion it was really destined for D’Artagnan, and not for 
M. de Wardes. 

He opened it and read as follows: 


“Dear M. v’ARTAGNAN, —It is wrong thus to neglect 
your friends, especially when about to part for so long a 
time. Jand my brother looked for you in vain both yester- 
day and the day before. Will it be the same this even- 
ing ?” 


* This is all very plain,” said D’Artagnan, “and I expected 
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this letter. My credit rises as that of the Count de Wardes 
falls.” 

« And will you go?” asked Kitty. 

“ Listen, my dear child,” replied the Gascon, who doaight 
to excuse himself in his own eyes for failing to keep his 
promise to Athos. “ You must see that it would be impru- 
dent to refuse so positive an invitation. Her ladyship, see- 
ing that I kept away, would wonder at the cessation of my 
visits and might perhaps suspect something. Who can tell 
the limits of such a woman’s vengeance ?” 

“Oh, my God!” exclaimed Kitty, “ you know how to rep- 
resent things in such a way that you are always right. But 
you will go and pay your court to her again; and if you 
should happen to please her now, with your own face 
and under your true name, it will be even far worse than 
before!” 

The poor girl guessed by instinct a part of what was about 
to occur. 

D’ Artagnan comforted her as well as he was able and 
promised her that he would remain insensible to her lady- 
ship’s seductions. 

He sent word, by way of answer, that he was as grateful 
agy man could be for her ladyship’s kindness and that he 
would not fail to wait upon her as she commanded; but he 
did not venture to write to her, lest, to her experienced 
eyes, he should be unable to sufficiently disguise his hand- 
writing. 

By nine o’clock D’Artagnan was at the Place Royale. It 
was obvious that the servants, who were waiting in the 
ante-chamber, had received their orders, for as soon as he 
had appeared, before he had even inquired if her lady- 
ship was to be seen, one of them hastened to announce 
him. 

“ Show him in,” said the lady, in a voice so piercing that 
he heard it in the ante-chamber. 

He was at once admitted. 

“ Not at home to anybody,” cas her ladyship; “do you 
hear? Not to anybody.” 
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D’Artagnan observed the lady with great curiosity. She 
was pale and her eyes were heavy, either from weeping or 
from want of sleep. The customary lights in the room had 
been designedly diminished in number, and yet the woman 
could not conceal the traces of the fever which had been con- 
suming her for two days. D’Artagnan approached her with 
his usual gallantry and she made a mighty effort to receive 
him, but never did a more agitated face belie a more enchant- 
ing smile. 

To D’Artagnan’s. questions respecting her health she 
replied : 

“ Bad, very bad.” 

“Then,” said D’Artagnan, “I am indiscreet in coming ; 
you are unquestionably in want of a little quiet and I will 
immediately retire.” 

“No,” said her ladyship, ‘remain, M. d’Artagnan. Your 
pleasing company will, on the contrary, give me great 
relief.” 

“She has never spoken to me so charmingly before,” 
thought D’Artagnan; “let me be upon my guard.” 

Her ladyship assumed the most affectionate air possible, 
and gave her utmost charm to her conversation. At the same 
time that fever, which had for a moment left her, returned, 
to restore the lustre to her eyes, the color to her cheeks and 
the carmine to her lips. D’ Artagnan again saw the Circe who 
had already encompassed him with her enchantments. Her 
ladyship smiled and D’Artagnan felt that he would dare per- 
dition for that smile. 

There was a moment during which he experienced some- 
thing like remorse for what he had plotted against her. 

Her ladyship became by degrees more communicative. 
She asked D’Artagnan whether his heart was occupied by 
any love? 

“ Alas!” said he, assuming the most sentimental manner 
that he was able, “how can you be so cruel as toask mesuch 
a question — me, who ever since I first saw you, have only 
breathed and lived by you and for you!” 
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The lady smiled most strangely. 

‘ And so you love me?” said she. 

“Need I tell you so now, and have you never perceived 
it?” 

“ Yes, I have; but you know the prouder hearts are, the 
more difficult they are to win.” 

“ Ah, no difficulties can ever daunt me,” replied D’Arta- 
gnan; “my only fear is of impossibilities.” 

“ Nothing is impossible,” said the lady, “to one who truly 
loves.” 

“ Nothing, madame ? ” 

“ Nothing,” replied she. 7 

“y’ faith,” thought D’Artagnan, “her tune is changed. 
Will the capriciow’s creature chance to fall in love with me ? 
and will she be disposed to give me another sapphire, equal to 
that she gave me for De Wardes ? ” 

“Come,” resumed her ladyship, “let me hear what you 
would do to prove the love that you profess ?” 

“Everything that you can ask. Command and I am 
ready to obey.” 

« Everything ? ” 

“Yes, everything !” exclaimed D’Artagnan, who knew 
beforehand that he did not risk much by such an engage- 
ment. 

“Well, then, let us talk about it,” said she, drawing her 
chair nearer D’Artagnan. 

“TJ am all at‘ention, madame,” said the latter. 

The lady paused for a moment, thoughtful and unde- 
cided; then appearing to form a resolution, she said: 

“T have an enemy.” 

“You, madame!” cried D’Artagnan, feigning surprise. 
“My God! good and beautiful as you are, is it possible ? ” 

“A mortal enemy!” 

“Indeed ?” 

“An enemy who has so cruelly insulted me that there 
is war to the knife between us. Can I reckon upon you as 
an ally?” , 
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D’Artagnan instantly perceived what the vindictive 
creature Was alming at. 

‘‘You can, madaime,” said he, emphatically. “My arm 
and my life belong to you, as weli as my love.” 

“Well, then,” said her ladyship, “since you are as gen- 
erous as you are enamored ” She hesitated. 

« Well?” demanded D’Artagnan. 

“ Well,” returned her ladyship, after a moment’s silence, 
‘cease from this day to speak of impossibilities.” 

“Do not overwhelm me with my happiness!” exclaimed 
])’Artagnan, throwing himself on his knees and covering 
with kisses the hands which she abandoned to him. 

“Yes!” thought the lady, “avenge me on that wretch, 
De Wardes, and I shall easily get rid of you afterward — 
double fool! animated sword-blade! ” 

“Yes!” thought D’Artagnanu also on his side, “tell ma 
that you love me, after having so audaciously deceived me, 
and then, dangerous and hypocritical woman! I will laugh 
at you, with him whom you wish to punish by my hand.” 

Raising his head, DD’ Artagnan said, “I am waiting.” 

‘You understand me, then, dear Monsieur d’Artagnan ?” 
said her ladyship. 

“T can read your every look.” 

“Then you will, for me, employ that arm which has 
already gained such great renown ? ” 

“ Yes, instantly.” 

“And how,” said her ladyship, “shall I ever repay a ser- 
vice 80 important ? ” 

“Your love is the only recompense I desire —the only 
one that would be worthy either of you or me,” replied 
D’Artagnan, and he drew her gently toward him. She 
made but little resistance. 

“Interested creature!” said she, smiling. 

“ Ah!” exclaimed D’Artagnan, carried away an instant by 
the passion which this woman had the power of exciting in 
his heart; “ah! your love appears to me improbable, and 
fearful of seeing it vanish like a dream, I am impatient to 
receive from your own lips the assurance of its reality.” 
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“Do you already merit such an avowal ?” 

‘Tam at your command,” replied D’ Artagnan. 

“ Are you quite determined ?” said she, with a lingering 
doubt. 

“ Name the wretch who has drawn tears from your beauti- 
ful eyes!” 

‘ And who has told you that I have wept?” exclaimed 
she. 

“ T imagined so.” 

‘Women of my character never weep,’ replied her lady- 
ship. 

“So much the better. But tell me his name?” 

“ Remember that his name is my secret.” 

Yet I must know it.” 

“ Yes, you must. See what confidence I place in you.” 

“ You overpower me with joy! What is his name?” 

“ You know him.” 

“ Indeed |” 

ft Yes.” 

“It is not one of my friends?” said he, feigning hesita- 
tion, as an evidence of his ignorance. 

“ And if it was one of your friends would you hesitate ? ” 
said her ladyship, while a threatening flash glittered in her 
eyes. 

“ Not if it was my own brother!” exclaimed D’Artagnan, 
as if carried away by enthusiasm. 

Our Gascon udvanced without danger, for he knew where 
he was going. 

“T love your devotedness,” said the lady. 

“ Alas! do you love only that in me?” said D’Artagnan. 

“T love you also — you,” replied she, taking his hand. 

And this pressure made D’Artagnan tremble as though 
the fever which her ladyship was enduring had also infected 
aim. 

“You love me—you?” exclaimed he. “Oh! if that 
should come to pass, such bliss would deprive me of 
ceason |” 
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He took her in hisarms. She made no attempt to escape 
from his kisses, but she did not return them. Her lips 
were Cold. Itseemed to D’Artagnan that he was embracing 
a statue. 

D’Artagnan was, in fact, intoxicated with joy, and in his 
delirium he almost believed in the tenderness of her lady- 
ship and in the erime of De Wardes. If the latter had becn 
at that moment near him he would have slain him. 

The lady seized the opportunity. 

“He is called,” she uttered in her turn. 

‘De Wardes — I know it!” interrupted D’Artagnan. 

© And how do you know it?” asked she, seizing his two 
hands and looking into his eyes, as if striving to read his 
very soul. 

D’Artagnan felt that he had allowed himself to be hurried 
into a false step. 

“Tell me, tell me, then!” she exclaimed, “how do you 
know it? ” 

“ How do I know it?” replied D’ Artagnan. 

« Yes 1” 

“ T know it, because yesterday, in a drawing-room where I 
was, De Wardes displayed a ring, which he said you gave 
hin.” 

“ The wretch!” exclaimed her ladyship. 

It will be easily understood that this epithet resounded 
in the very depths of D’ Artagnan’s heart. 

“Well?” continued she. 

“Well, I will avenge you on this — wretch !” said D’Ar- 
tagnan, giving himself the airs of Don Japhet of Armenia. 

“Thanks, my brave friend!” exclaimed the lady. ‘ And 
when shall I be avenged ?” 

“To-morrow — immediately — whenever you command!” 

Her ladyship was about to exclaim,— “ Immediately!” 
but she reflected that such precipitation would be but little 
complimentary to D’Artagnan. She had, moreover, a thou- 
sand precautions to recommend and a thousand counsels to 
impress on her defender, that he should avoid all explana- 
tions with the count in the presence of witnesses. 
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“To-morrow,” resumed D’Artagnan, “ you shall be avenged 
or I shall be no more.” 

“No,” said she, “avenge me and you will not die. He 
is a coward.” 

“Toward women, perhaps, but with men —I know some- 
thing of him myself.” 

‘Why, it seems to me that in your former contest with 
him you had no reason to complain of fortune.” 

«Fortune is a fickle jade; to-day favorable, she may 
betray me to-morrow.” 

‘ Does this mean that you hesitate now ? ” 

“No, I do not hesitate; God forbid! But would it be 
just to permit me to go to possible death without giving me 
a little something more than hope?” 

Her ladyship replied by a look which said, “Is that all ? 
Speak.” Then she said tenderly, ‘ That is but too just.” 

“ You are an angel,” cried the young man. 

“Then all is arranged ?” said she. 

“Except what I ask of you, my love.” 

“ Have I not assured you?” 

“T cannot wait!” 

“Silence! I hear my brother; it is unnecessary that he 
should find you here.” 

She rang the bell and Kitty entered. 

“Go through this door,” said she to D’Artagnan, as she 
opened a small secret door, “and return at eleven o’clock, 
when we can end this conversation. Kitty will conduct 
you to me.” 

As the poor girl heard these few words she felt as if 
she would sink into the earth. 

“Well! what are you about, mademoiselle, that you stand 
there as motionless as a statue? Come, show this gentle- 
aoan out! Remember, at eleven to-night.” 

“Tt appears that all your appointments are for eleven 
v’clock,” thought D’Artagnan ; “it is an established habit.” 

The lady gave him her hand, which he kissed with 


effusion. 
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“ Well,” thought he, as he went away, scarcely replying 
to the reproaches of Kitty, “well, I must not make a fool 
of myself; unquestionably this woman is an abominable 
wretch —I must be on my guard!” 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 


THE LADY’S SECRET. 


D’ARTAGNAN had gone out of the mansion, instead of at 
once ascending to Kitty’s room, there to wait for the hour 
of his appointment with her ladyship. He had two reasons 
for adopting this course: the first was, that by this means 
he avoided the recriminations and entreaties of the girl, and 
the second was, that he wished coldly to reflect on, and, if 
possible, to penetrate the secret thoughts of the lady. 

What seemed to him most certain was that he was expos- 
ing himself to love her ladyship like a madman; whilst she, 
on the other hand, did not love him the least in the world 
and never would. At one time he considered that the best 
thing to do would be to return home and write a long letter 
to her ladyship, in which he would confess, that, as far as 
he was concerned, he and De Wardes were the same indi- 
vidual, and, consequently, that it was only by suicide he could 
kill De Wardes. But he had also a fierce desire for ven- 
geance. He wished to conquer this woman in his own 
name. And as this vengeance was sweet to him he could 
not bear to relinguish the idea of it. 

He strode five or six times round the Place Royale, 
agitated by all these conflicting emotions, returning at 
every circuit to regard the light which was still visible 
through the blinds of her ladyship’s apartment. It was 
manifest that she was not, on this occasion, in such eager 
haste to return to her chamber. 

At length the light disappeared ; with it was extinguished 
all the irresolution in D’Artagnan’s heart. He recalled 
each detail of the interview which he had with her lady- 
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ship, and by one of those revulsions so common in similar 
cases he entered the house with his heart beating and his 
head on fire, and rushed into Kitty’s room. 

The poor girl, pale as death and trembling in every limb, 
would have kept D’Artagnan back; but her mistress, with 
her ear on the watch, had heard the noise he had made in 
entering and opened the door. 

“Come,” said she. 

D’Artagnan was no longer sane. He felt himself en- 
tangled in one of those fantastic intrigues which visit us in 
dreams. Jfe advanced toward her ladyship, attracted by 
the magnetic power which the loadstone exercises over 
steel. 

The door was closed behind them. 

Kitty, in her turn, rushed forward to the door. 

Jealousy and fury and offended pride —all the passions, 
in a word, which rule thé heart of an enamored woman — 
impelled her to a confession. But she would be herself 
ruined if she admitted her participation in such a trickery, 
and above all D’Artagnan would be forever lost to her. 
This last thought of love still urged her to the crowning 
sacrifice. 

])’Artagnan, upon his side, had reached the heights of his 
desire. It was not now a rival who was loved in his person, 
it was himself to whom the semblance of love was given. 
A secret voice from the depths of his own heart truly told 
him that he was only a weapon, which was caressed until 
it had inflicted death; but pride and selflove and folly 
silenced this voice and stifled this murmur; and besides, our 
Gascon, with the degree of confidence which we know him 
to possess, compared himself to De Wardes and inquired 
why, all things being considered, he should not be loved for 
himself alone. 

He abandoned himself entirely to the sensations of the 
moment. Her ladyship was for the time being a living, pas- 
sionate woman, abandoning herself to love, which she herself 
seemed to feel. Two hours thus passed. After the tran- 
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sports of the two lovers became calmer, the lady, who had 
not the same motives for forgetfulness as D’Artagnan, 
inquired whether the measures which were to bring about a 
meeting with De Wardes on the next day were all defi- 
nitely determined on beforehand, in his mind. 

But D’Artagnan, whose ideas had taken quite another 
course, forgot himself, like a fool, and gallantly answered 
that it was not in her presence, when he was occupied with 
nothing but the happiness of seeing and of hearing her, that 
he could think of duels with the sword. 

This coldness on the only subject which interested her, 
frightened her ladyship and her questions became more 
pressing. 

When D’Artagnan, who had never seriously thought of 
this impossible duel, endeavored to turn the conversation, 
he found himself unable. 

Her ladyship kept the conference within the limits she 
had herself traced beforehand, with her irresistible spirit, 
and her iron will. 

D’ Artagnan then thought himself very clever in endeavor- 
ing to persuade her to renounce, by forgiving De Wardes, 
the furious projects she had formed. 

But at the first words that he uttered she started away 
from him. 

“ Are you afraid, dear M. d’Artagnan?” cried she, in a 
high and mocking tone, that sounded strangely in the dark- 
ness. 

“You cannot think so, my adored,” replied D’Artagnan ; 
“but what if this poor Count de Wardes was less culpable 
than you imagine?” 

“In any case,” said her ladyship, seriously, “he has 
deceived me, and from that moment has deserved death.” 

‘ Then he shall die, since you condemn him!” said D’Ar- 
tagnan, in a tone so firm that it appeared to her ladyship 
the expression of an unconquerable devotedness. 

She drew near to him once more. 


We do not know how long the night seemed to her lady- 
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ship, but it only seemed two hours to D’Artagnan before 
Morning. Seeing that he was about to arise, her ladyship 
reminded him of his promise to avenge her on Count de 
Wardes. 

“Yes, I am prepared,” continued D’Artagnan, with an 
involuntary excitement; ‘but first, there is one thing that 
I would fain be sure of.” 

‘ What ?” inquired the lady. 

‘ That you love me.” 

“T have given you proof of it, I think,” replied she. 

“Yes! And I am yours, body and soul.” 

“Thanks, my brave defender; and even as I prove my 
love by admitting you here, you will, in your turn, prove 
yours — will you not?” 

‘Certainly. But if you love me as you say,” resumed 
D’Artagnan, “have you no fear on my account?” 

“What need I fear ? ” 

“T might be wounded dangerously, even killed.” 

‘ Impossible,” said the lady; “you are so valiant a man 
and so skillful a swordsman.” 

‘Then you would not prefer,” resumed D’Artagnan, “a 
method which would equally well avenge you, yet render 
the combat unnecessary ?” 

The lady looked at the young man in silence; her clear 
eyes had an expression singularly malevolent. 

‘ Really,” said she, “I verily believe that you are hesi- 
tating again.” 

“No, I have no hesitation, but this poor De Wardes 
awakens my compassion, now that you no longer love him; 
and it appears to me that a man must be sufficiently pun- 
ished by the loss of your love without the need of further 
chastisement.” 

And who has told you that I ever loved him?” asked 
her ladyship. 

‘At least, I may believe without any great folly that 
you have loved another,” replied the young man, gallantly, 
“and I repeat that I am interested in the count.” 
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‘}You?” demanded the lady. “And why?” 

‘“‘ Because I alone know fi 

«What ?” 

‘That he has been far less culpable toward you than he 
might appear.” 

“Really!” said the lady, with an uneasy look. “ Explain 
yourself, for, upon my word, I cannot understand what you 
mean.” 

And she looked at D’Artagnan, who held her in his 
embrace, with eyes which were gradually lighted up by a 
more baleful flame. 

“Yes, I am a man of honor,” said D’Artagnan, deter- 
mined now to finish what he had begun; “and, since you 
have confessed your love for me, since I am quite sure of 
possessing it —for I possess it, do I not ?” 

“Entirely! But go on.” 

“Well, then, I find myself quite transformed, and a con- 
fession forces itself upon me.” 

“ A confession ? ” 

“Tf I doubted your love I would not venture on it; but 
you do love me —do you not?” 

“ Of course.” 

“ Then, if through excess of love for you I had committed 
a fault, you would forgive me?” 

“Perhaps so. [ut this confession,” said she, becoming 
pale — “ what is this confession ?” 

“You had an interview with De Wardes last Thursday 
in this very chamber, had you not?” 

“T? No! it is not true,” said the lady, in a tone so firm 
and with a countenance so passionless, that had D’Artagnan 
not possessed such perfect certainty he must have doubted. 

“Do not le, my beautiful angel,” said D’Artagnan, 
endeavoring to smile; “it is useless.” 

“What do youmean? Speak, then, for you kill me!” 

‘Oh, be at ease! you are not culpable toward me and I 
have already forgiven you.” 

‘What next — what next?” 
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“De Wardes has nothing to boast of.” 

“How ? You told me yourself that this ring v 

“ That ring I myself have! The De Wardes of Thursday 
and the D’Artagnan of to-day are one and the same 
person.” 

The imprudent young man expected a surprise, mixed 
with bashfulness —a little storm, which would dissolve in 
tears, but he strangely deceived himself and his error was 
quickly apparent. 

Pale and terrible, her ladyship raised herself up, and repel- 
ling D’Artagnan by a violent blow on the breast, she leaped 
out of bed. 

D’ Artagnan restrained her by her robe, in order to implore 
her pardon. But by a powerful and resolute effort she 
endeavored to escape. In this effort her robe gave way, 
and then, one of her beautiful shoulders being uncovered, 
D’Artagnan, with inexpressible horror, perceived upon it the 
fleur-de-lis — that indelible mark impressed by the degrad- 
ing hand of the executioner. 

‘Great God!” exclaimed he, letting fall the robe; and he 
remained mute, motionless and horror-stricken on the bed. 

3ut the lady felt herself denounced, even by D’Artagnan’s 
horror. Doubtless he had seen everything. The young 
man now knew her secret—that terrible secret of which 
the whole world was ignorant, except himself, 

She turned, no longer like a furious woman, but like a 
wounded panther. 

“Ah, wretch!” said she, “you have betrayed me like a 
coward; and, moreover, you have learned my secret! You 
must die!” 

And she ran to an inlaid cabinet on her toilet table, 
opened it with a feverish, trembling hand, drew from it a 
small dagger, with a golden hilt and a sharp and slender 
blade, and returned with one bound to D’Artagnan, who 
remained half naked on the bed. 

Although the young man was, as we know, brave, he was 
frightened at that convulsed countenance, at those horribly 
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dilated pupils, at those pale cheeks and bleeding lips; he 
arose and recoiled, as at the hissing of a serpent that had 
coiled about his path, and instinctively putting his damp 
hand to his sword, he drew it from the sheath. 

But without being at all dismayed at the sight of the 
sword, her ladyship still advanced toward him to strike 
him and only stopped when she felt the sharp point at her 
bosom. 

Then she attempted to seize the sword in her hands; but 
D’Artagnan always withheld it from her grasp, by pointing 
it, without touching her, sometimes at her eyes and some- 
times at her breast; whilst he still retreated and endeav- 
ored to find the door which opened into Kitty’s room. 

During all this time her ladyship was rushing at him 
in horrible transports of rage and screaming in a frantic 
manner. 

Nevertheless, as this was ending in a strong resemblance 
to a duel, D’Artagnan gradually recovered his coolness. 

‘Well done! beautiful lady, well done!” said he; “ but, 
for God’s sake, be calm, or I will draw a second fleur-de-lis 
on your other shoulder.” 

‘“Wretch! wretch!” vociferated her ladyship. 

But D’Artagnan, still seeking the door, merely main- 
tained himself on the defensive. 

At the noise that they made by overturning the furniture 
— she to get at h'm, and he to get behind the furniture, out 
of the way — Kitty opened the door. D’Artagnan, who had 
never ceased manceuvering to get near this door, was only 
three paces from it. With one bound, therefore, he sprang 
out of the lady’s chamber into that of her maid, and as 
quick as lightning closed the door again and leaned against 
it with his weight whilst Kitty secured the bolts. 

Her ladyship then endeavored with a force far beyond 
the strength of an ordinary woman to break down the 
barriers that confined her to her own room, but finding this 
impossible she stabbed the door with her dagger, sometimes 
penetrating the entire thickness of the wood. Each blow 
was accompanied by some horrid imprecation. 
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‘Quick, quick, Kitty!” said D’Artagnan in a whisper, 
when the bolts were locked. ‘“ Make haste and let me out 
of the hotel or she will have me killed by the lackeys. Let 
us be quick, do you hear? for it is a matter of life and 
death.” 

« But you can’t go out naked,” said Kitty. 

“True,” said D’Artagnan, thinking for the first time of 
his plight. “ Dress me as best you can, dear; but be quick, 
for it’s hfe or death, you know.” 

Kitty knew only too well and in a moment wrapped him 
in a flowered mantle, a hood and a cloak. She also put 
slippers on his naked feet and drew him down the stairs in 
the darkness. And it was time. Her ladyship had already 
rung and aroused the whole of her establishment. The 
porter drew the cord, at Kitty’s voice, at the very instant 
that his mistress screamed from the window, “Do not let 
him go!” 

The young man fled whilst she still menaced him with 
impotent gestures. At the same moment he was lost to 
sight she fell senseless in her chamber, 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 


HOW, WITHOUT DISTURBING HIMSELF, ATHOS OBTAINED HI8 
EQUIPMENT. 


D’ARTAGNAN was 50 completely confounded that, without 
considering what would become of Kitty, he ran through 
half of Paris and did not stop till he found himself at 
Athos’s door. The confusion of his mind, the terror which 
spurred him on, the cries of some of the patrol who had 
pursued him, only made him the more expeditious in his 
progress. He traversed the court, mounted the two flights 
of stairs, and knocked as if he would break down the door. 

Grimaud opened it, with his eyes swollen by sleep, and 
D’Artagnan rushed into the ante-chamber with such violence 
as almost to overthrow him as he passed. 

This time, at any rate, in spite of his habitual taciturnity, 
Grimaud found his tongue. At the sight of D’Artagnan’s 
naked sword the poor fellow fancied that he had to deal 
with some assassin. 

‘ Help, help! murder!” exclaimed he. 

“ Be silent, unlucky dog!” said the young man; “T am 
D’Artagnan. Do you not know me? Where is your 
master ?”’ 

“You, M. d’Artagnan!” exclaimed the panic-stricken 
Grimaud, “Impossible!” 

“Grimaud!” said Athos, as he quietly emerged from his 
chamber in his dressing-gown; “ Grimaud, I believe you are 
permitting yourself to speak!” 

“Ab! sir, it is because -—~” 

Silence!” 

Grimaud then contented himself with pointing to D’Ar 
tagnan with his finger. 


ATHOS OBTAINS HIS EQUIPMENT. 73 


Athos, phlegmatic as he was, burst out into a fit of 
laughter, which was occasioned by D’Artagnan’s wild 
appearance and strange dress. 

“ Do not laugh, my friend!” exclaimed D’Artagnan; “in 
the name of Heaven, do not laugh! for, upon my soul, I 
assure you that there is nothing to laugh at.” 

He uttered these words with so much solemnity and with 
such undissembled horror that Athos immediately seized his 
hands, saying: 

“ Are you wounded, my friend? You are very pale.” 

‘ No, but something very terrible has just happened to me. 
Are you alone, Athos ? ” 

“ Zounds! who do you imagine would be with me at this 
time of night ? ” 

“Good! good!” And D’Artagnan hurried into Athos’s 
chamber. 

“ Well, speak now,” said the latter, bolting the door; “is 
the king dead? Have you killed the cardinal? You are 
altogether unnerved. Come, speak, for I am dying with 
anxiety.” 

“ Athos,” replied D’Artagnan, “ prepare to hear something 
perfectly incredible — terrible.” 

“ Speak, then, speak,’ said Athos. 

“Well, then,’ continued D’Artagnan, bending toward 
Athos’s ear and whispering, “her ladyship is branded with 
a fleur-de-lis upon her shoulder!” 

“Ah!” exclaimed the musketeer, as if he had received a 
bullet in his heart. 

“But are you quite sure,’ continued D’Artagnan, “that 
the other is really dead ?” 

‘ The other /” murmured Athos, in a voice so faint that 
D’ Artagnan could scarcely hear it. 

Yes; she of whom you told me one day at Amiens.” 

Athos groaned and his head fell upon his hands. 

“This one,” said D’Artagnan, “is a woman of from 
twenty-six to twenty-eight years of age.” 

‘“ Fair?” said Athos. 
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“Yes,” 

‘With clear blue eyes of an uncommon brightness, and 
with black eyelashes and eyebrows ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“Tall and well formed? Has she also lost a tooth, near 
the eye-tooth, on the left side?” 

“Yes.” 

‘ The fleur-de lis is small, of a pink color, as if somewhat 
effaced by the layers of paste which are applied to it?” 

Yes.” 

“ And yet you say that this woman is English? ” 

‘She is called ‘Milady,’ but she may, nevertheless, be a 
Frenchwoman; Lord de Winter is only her brother-in-law.” 

‘‘T must see her, D’Artagnan !” 

“Take care, Athos, take care. You wished to kill her; 
she is a woman who would willingly pay you back and is 
not likely to fail.” 

“She dare not say anything —it would be denouncing 
herself.” 

“She is equal to anything! Did you ever see her 
furious? ” 

“No,” said Athos. 

“ A tigress! a panther! Ah, my dear Athos, I fear I 
have drawn down upon us both a terrible vengeance.” 

D’Artagnan then recounted everything — the lady’s mad 
Tage and her mena’e of death. 

“You are quite right, and, upon my soul, I would sell 
my life for a hair,” said Athos. “Happily, however, we 
leave Paris the day after to-morrow and probably shall go 
toLaRochelle. Once off a 

“She will pursue you to the end of the world, Athos, 
should she recognize you. Let her, then, vent her hatred on 
me alone.” 

“Ah, my friend, what does it signify if she should kill 
me?” said Athos. “Do you for an instant suppose that I 
am at all anxious to live?” 

“ There is some horrible mystery under all this, Athos. I 


am certain that this woman is ge of the cardinal’s spieg,” 





ATHOS OBTAINS HIS EQUIPMENT. “75 


‘Tn that case, take care of yourself. If the cardinal does 
not greatly admire you for that London affair, he hates you 
thoroughly; but as he has, in fact, nothing to bring forward 
openly against you and yet must gratify his revenge, take 
care of yourself. If you go out, do not goalone; if you eat, 
use every precaution; distrust everything, even your own 
shadow.” 

“ Happily,” said D’Artagnan, “we only need to manage 
till to-morrow evening without accident, for when once with 
the army I hope we shall only have men to fear.” 

‘In the meantime,” said Athos, “I renounce my plan of 
seclusion aud I will go everywhere with you. You must 
return to the Rue des Fossoyeurs and I will accompany 
you.” 

“Beit so, my dear Athos; but first let me return to you 
this ring which I received from that woman. This sap- 
phire is yours. Did you not tell me that it was a family 
jewel ? ” 

“Yes; my father gave two thousand crowns for it, as he 
formerly told me; it was amongst the marriage presents 
that he made my mother. It is magnificent. My mother 
gave it to me, and instead of guarding it as a sacred relic, 
madman that I was, I gave it to that wicked woman ! ” 

“ Well, take back your ring, for I understand how much 
you prize it.” 

“T take it, after it has passed through that wretch’s 
hands ? Never! the ring is polluted, D’Artagnan!” 

“Then sell it or pledge it; you can borrow a thousand > 
crowns on it. With that sum you will be well off; and 
then with the first money you obtain you can redeem it, 
cleansed of its ancient stains, since it will have passed 
through the hands of usurers.” 

Athos smiled. 

“You are a charming companion, my dear D’Artagnan,” 
said he; “your eternal gayety revives the souls of the 
afflicted. Well, then, let us pledge this ring of mine on one 
condition.” 
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« And what is that ? ” 

“That you shall take five hundred crowns and I will have 
five hundred.” 

“ But think a moment, Athos. I shall not want a quarter 
of that sum — who am only in the guards; and by selling 
my saddle I can easily procure it. Whatdo I really want ? 
A horse for Planchet, nothing more. Besides, you forget 
that I have a ring also.” 

“ Which you value even more than I do mine; at least I 
think I have so observed.” 

“Yes; for in extremities it might relieve us not only from 
great embarrassment, buteven from great danger. It is not 
a simple diamond — it is also an enchanted talisman.” 

“T do not understand you, yet I believe what you say. 
But to return to my ring, or rather ours: you shall take 
half the sum it may produce or I will throw it into the 
Seine; and I much doubt whether, as in the case of Poly- 
crates, a fish would be so obliging as to bring it back to us.” 

“Well, then, I agree,” said D’ Artagnan. 

At this moment Grimaud came in, accompanied by Plan- 
chet, who was uneasy about his master and anxious to know 
what had happened to him. 

Athos dressed himself, and when he was ready to go out 
made the sign of a man taking aim to Grimaud. The latter 
immediately took down his carbine and prepared to follow 
his master. 

D’Artagnan and Athos, attended by their servants, 
reached the Rue des Fossoyeurs in safety. M. Bonancieux 
was at his door and looked at D’Artagnan with a bantering 
air. 

‘ Halloo, my dear lodger,”’ said he, “make haste. There 
is a pretty young girl waiting for you, and ladies, you know, 
do not like to be kept waiting.” 

“Tt is Kitty!” exclaimed D’Artagnan, as he rushed toward 
the stairs. 

In fact, on the landing-place before his apartment, crouch- 
ing against his door, he found the trembling girl. As soon 
as she saw him, she exclaimed : . 
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“You promised me your protection— you promised to 
save me from her anger; remember, it is you who have 
ruined me!” 

“ Yes, certainly,” said D’Artagnan; “ make yourself easy 
about that, Kitty. But what happened after I was gone?” 

‘“T can scarcely tell,” replied Kitty. At the outcries 
that she made the servants ran to her. She was furious 
with passion. Whatever can be uttered in the way of 
imprecation she vomited forth against you. Then I knew 
she would soon remember that it was through my room that 
you had entered hers and would take me for your accom- 
plice; so I collected the little money that I had and my 
most precious clothes, and ran hither for safety.” 

“ Poor child! But what am I to do with you? Iam 
going off the day after to-morrow.” 

“ Anything you like, sir. Send me away from Paris — 
send me out of France.” 

“But I cannot take you with me to the siege of La 
Rochelle,” said D’ Artagnan. 

“No; but you might place me in the service of some 
lady of your acquaintance—im your own country, for 
instance.” 

‘ Ah, my child, in my own province the ladies have ro 
waiting-maids. But wait: I know what Iwill do. Planchet, 
go to Aramis and ask him to come here directly. We have 
matters of great importance to communicate.” 

T understand,” said Athos; “but why not Porthos? It 
appears to me that his marchioness " 

“ Porthos’s marchioness, sooner than keep a lady’s maid, 
would have her clothes put on by her husband’s clerks,” said 
D’Artagnan, laughing. “ Besides, Kitty would rather not 
live in the Rue aux Ours! Is not that so, Kitty?” 

‘JT will live where you please,” said Kitty, “ provided Iam 
concealed and that nobody knows where I[ am.” 

“ But, Kitty, now that we are going to be parted and that 
you are therefore no longer jealous of me is 

“ Sir,” interrupted Kitty, “ far or near, I shall never cease 
to love you.” 
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‘‘ Where the deuce does constancy build its nest?” mut- 
tered Athos. 

« And I, also,” said D’Artagnan, “ I, also, shall always love 
you, you may be sure. But now, answer me. This question 
is one of great importance —did you never hear anything 
said about a young woman who was carried off one night ?” 

“Wait a minute. Oh,my God, sir! Doyou still love that 
woman ?” 

“No, it is one of my friends who loves her. Yes, it is 
Athos there.” 

“T!” exclaimed Athos, in a tone pretty much like that 
of the man who sees hunself about to tread upon an adder. 

“Yes, to besure, you!” said D’Artagnan, pressing Athos’s 
hand. “ You know the interest we all take in that poor little 
Madame Bonancieux. Lesides, Kitty will not tell, will you, 
Kitty ? You understand, my child,” exclaimed D’ Artagnan, 
“that she is the wife of that ugly ape whom you saw upon 
the doorstep as you came in.” 

“Oh, my God!” exclaimed Kitty, “you remind me how 
frightened I was lest he should have recognized me!” 

“How recognized! Then you have seen this man 
before ? ” 

“ Yes, he came twice to Milady’s.” 

« Exactly so. About what time?” 

‘ About a fortnight ago.” 

“ Just about the time.” | 

“ And yesterday evening he came again.” 

“ Yesterday evening ?” 

“Yes, only a few minutes before you came yourself.” 

‘ My.dear Athos, we are enveloped in a web of spies! And 
do you believe that he knew you again, Kitty?” 

“T drew down my hood when I saw him, but perhaps it 
was too late.” 

“Go down, Athos — he suspects you less than me —and 
see whether he is still at the door.” 

Athos went down and returned immediately. 

“He is gone,” said he, “and the house is shut up.” 
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‘ He is gone to make his report and to say that all the 
pigeons are at this moment in the dove-cote.” 

“Well, then, let us be off,” said Athos, “leaving only 
Planchet here to bring us intelligence.” 

“Wait one instant! And what about Aramis, whom we 
have sent for? ” 

“True,” said Athos; “let us wait for Aramis.” 

An instant afterward Aramis entered. They explained 
the affair to him and told him how urgent it was for him 
to find, amongst some of his high connections, a situation 
for Kitty. | 

And will this really be a service to you, D’Artagnan ? ” 

T will be grateful for it forever.” 

Well, then, Madame de Bois Tracy has requested me to 
find a trustworthy waiting-maid for one of her friends who 
lives in the country ; and if you, my dear D’Artagnan, can 
answer for the young woman a 

“Oh, sir!” exclaimed Kitty, “I shall be entirely devoted, 
be assured, to the lady who will give me the means of leavy- 
ing Paris.” 

Then,” said Aramis, “nothing can be better.” 

He sat himself down at the table and wrote a short note, 
which he sealed with a ring and gave to Kitty. 

“ And now, my child,” said D’ Artagnan, “ you know that 
this place is no safer for us than for you, so let us separate. 
We shall meet again in happier days.” 

“ And at whatever time or place we may meet again, sir,” 
paid Kitty, “you will find I love you even more than I do 
now.” 

“A gamester’s vow!” said Athos, whilst D’Artagnan was 
gone to accompany Kitty down the stairs. 

A few minutes afterward the three friends separated, after 
making an appointment for four o’clock at Athos’s chambers, 
and leaving Planchet to mind the house. 

Aramis returned home and Athos and D’Artagnan busied 
themselves pledging the sapphire. 

As our Gascon had foreseen, they easily procured three 
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hundred pistoles on the ring; and the Jew declared, more- 
over, that, if they chose to sell it, as it would make a splen- 
did drop for ear-rings, he would give as much as five hundred 
pistoles for it. 

Athos and D’Artagnan, with the activity of soldiers and 
the science of connoisseurs, spent scarcely three hours in pur- 
chasing the equipment of a musketeer. Besides, Athos had 
the character and manners of a nobleman even to his fingers’ 
ends. Directly anything suited him he paid for it at once, 
without haggling to reduce the price. D’Artagnan wished 
to make some observations, but Athos laid his hand on his 
shoulder, smiling; and D’Artagnan understood that it was 
very well for a little Gascon gentleman like him to bargain, 
but not for a man who had the deportment of a prince. 

The musketeer saw a superb Andalusian horse, as black as 
jet, with fiery nostrils and fine and elegant legs, rising six 
years. He examined it and found it faultless. He got it for 
a thousand francs. Perhaps he might have obtained it for 
less, but whilst D’Artagnan was discussing the price with 
the dealer, Athos counted down the hundred pistoles on the 
table. 

Grimaud had a strong and short-limbed horse from Picardy, 
which cost three hundred francs. 

But when the saddle of this latter horse and Grimaud’s 
arms were bought, Athos had not one sou remaining of the 
hundred and fifty pistoles. D’Artagnan therefore begged 
his friend to bite a mouthful out of his share, which he 
could restore to him afterward, if he chose. But Athos only 
answered by shrugging his shoulders. 

“How much did the Jew say he would give for the 
sapphire, to buy it out and out? ” asked he, at last. 

“Five hundred pistoles.” 

‘ That is two hundred pistoles more —a hundred for each 
of us. Why, that is quitea fortune! Let us goto the Jew 
again, my friend.” 

“ But would you really sell it ?” 

“Yes; this ring would unquestionably recall melancholy 
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memories. Besides, we shall never have three hundred pis- 
toles to return to him ; therefore we would actually lose two 
hundred by the bargain. Goand tell him that the ring is his, 
D’ Artagnan, and come back with the two hundred pistoles.” 

‘“ Reflect, Athos.” 

‘ Ready money is scarce in these times and we should 
learn to make sacrifices. Go, )’Artagnan, go. Grimaud 
shall bear you company with his carbine.” 

Half an hour afterward D’Artagnan returned with the 
two thousand livres, no accident having befallen him. 

It was thus that Athos found, without giving himself any 
trouble, resources which he did not expect. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 


A CHARMING VISION. 


Ar the appointed hour the four friends were once more 
gathered at the house of Athos. All anxiety about equip- 
ments had disappeared and their faces no longer bore the 
marks of any but their own secret care; for behind all 
present happiness there lurks some fear about the future. 

Suddenly Planchet entered, bearing two letters addressed 
to D’Artagnan. One was a little note delicately folded 
lengthwise, with a pretty seal of green wax, on which was 
depicted a dove bearing a green bough. The other was a 
large square epistle, glittering with the terrible arms of his 
eminence, the cardinal-duke. 

At sight of the little letter D’Artagnan’s heart bounded, 
for he believed he recognized the writing; and though he 
had only seen the hand once, the memory of it was engraved 
in his heart’s core. So he took the note and unsealed it 
hastily. 


“Walk out,” it said, “about six or seven o’clock on Wed- 
nesday evening next, on the Chaillot road, and look carefully 
into the carriages as they pass. But if you value your own 
life, or that of some one who loves you, do not speak, do not 
make one motion which may show that you have recognized 
her who exposes herself to every ill only to see you for an 
instant.” 


There was no signature. 
“Tt is a trap,” said Athos; “do not go, D’Artagnan.” 
And yet,” said D’Artagnan, “I think that I know the 


writing well.” 
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But it may be feigned,” said Athos. “ At six or seven 
o’clock at this season the Chaillot road is completely deserted, 
a8 much so as if you went to walk in the Forest of Bondy.” 

‘ But suppose we all go?” said D’Artagnan. “Surely 
they could not eat us all four, besides the four servants, the 
horses and our arms; the act would certainly. bring on a fit 
of indigestion.” 

“Besides, it will be a fine opportunity to display our 
equipments,” said Porthos. 

‘ But if it is a woman who writes,” said Aramis, “and 
this woman does not wish to be seen, consider that you com- 
promise her, D’Artagnan, which is not right in a gentleman.” 

“We will remain behind,” said Porthos, ‘and he can 
advance alone.” 

“Yes, but a pistol-shot is easily fired from a carriage 
going at full speed.” 

“Bah!” said D’Artagnan, “it will miss me. And we 
would then overtake the carriage and exterminate whoever 
might be in it. It would be just so many enemies the 
fewer.” 

“ He isright,” said Porthos; “let us give battle. Besides, 
we must needs try our arms.” 

“Faith! let us treat ourselves to this pleasure,” said 
Aramis, in his soft and careless way. 

“ Just as you please,” said Athos. 

“Gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, “it is now half-past four, 
and we have just time enough to get to the Chaillot road by 
six.” 

“Besides, if we go too late no one will see us,” said 
Porthos ; “and that would be a sad pity. Letus get ready, 
gentlemen.” 

‘But this second letter,” said Athos, “ you forget that. 
And yet, I fancy, the seal indicates that it is worth opening. 
As for me, I confess, my dear D’Artagnan, that I think 
much more of it than of that little rose leaf which you so 
gently deposited just now over your heart.” 

D’ Artagnan blushed, | 
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“Well,” said the young man, “let us now see what his 


eminence wants with me.” 
D’Artagnan opened the letter and read: 


'M. d’Artagnan, of the king’s guards, of M. des Essarts’s 
company, is expected at the cardinal’s palace at eight o’clock 
this evening. LAHOUDINIERE, 

“ Captain of the Guards.” 


“The devil!” said Athos, “here is an appointment not a 
whit less disquieting, in other respects, than the first.” 

“TJ will go to the second on returning from the first,” said 
D’Artagnan. “One is at seven, the other at eight. There 
will be time enough for both.” 

“Hum! I would not go,” said Aramis. “A gallant gen- 
tleman cannot decline an appointment made by a lady, but 
a prudent gentleman may excuse himself from waiting on 
his eminence, particularly when he has some reason to 
believe that he is not sent for to listen to compliments.” 

“Tam of Aramis’s opinion,” said Porthos. 

“Gentlemen,” replied D’Artagnan, “I have formerly 
received a similar invitation from his eminence, through M. 
de Cavois. I neglected it and the next day a great misfor- 
tune happened to me — Constance disappeared. Whatever 
may be the result, I will go.” 

Tf you are determined,” said Athos, “ go.” 

* But the Bastile,” said Aramis. 

“Bah! you will get me out again,” rejoined D’Artagnan. 

“ Certainly,” replied Aramis and Porthos, with the great- 
est coolness and as if it had been the simplest thing in the 
world; ‘certainly we will pull you out again. But as we 
must be off to the wars the day after to-morrow, you would 
do better not to run the risk of getting in.” 

“Let us do better,” said Athos; “let us not leave him 
throughout the evening. Let each of us, with three mus- 
keteers in company, wait at a gate of the palace. If we see 
any closed carriage that looks suspicious, coming out, we 
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will fall upon it. It is a long time since we have had a 
crow to pluck with the cardinal’s guards, and M. de Tre- 
ville must think us dead.” 

“ Decidedly, Athos,” said Aramis; “you were cut out for 
the general of an army. What do you say to the plan, 
gentlemen ? ” 

“ Admirable!” cried the young men, in chorus. 

“T have no horse,” said D’Artagnan, “but I can go and 
take one of M. de Treville’s.” 

“That is unnecessary,’ remarked Aramis; “you can 
have one of mine.” 

‘“ How many have you, then?” inquired D’Artagnan. 

“Three,” replied Aramis, smiling. 

“My dear fellow,” said Athos, “you are certainly the 
best paid poet in France.” 

“ Or in Navarre,” added D’Artagnan. 

“But listen, my dear Aramis,” said Athos; “you will 
not know what to do with three horses, will you? I do 
not understand, indeed, why you bought three.” 

Nor did I, in fact, buy more than two,” replied Aramis. 

Did the third come from the clouds, then ? ” 

“No; the third was brought to me this morning by a ser- 
vant without livery, who would not tell me from whom he 
came, and who merely said that he had been ordered by his 
master ie 

“ Or his mistress,” interrupted D’Artagnan. 

“ That makes no difference,” said Aramis, coloring; “and 
who merely said that he had been ordered by his mistress 
to put this horse in my stable without leaving word from 
whom it came.” 

“Tt is only to poets such things ever happen,” gravely 
remarked Athos. 

“Well, then, in that case we can do better,” said D’Arta- 
gnan. “ Which of the two horses shall you ride, Aramis — 
that which you bought, or that which was given you?” 

“That which was given to me, without doubt. You 
understand, D’Artagnan, that I could not so affront “ 
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‘The unknown donor,” added D’Artagnan. 

“Or the unknown donatrix,” said Athos. 

‘ Then the horse you bought becomes of no further use to 
you?” 

Not much.” 

“You chose it yourself ? ” 

‘And with the greatest care. The safety of the horse- 
man, you know, depends almost always on his horse.” 

“Well, then, let me have him at the price you gave.” 

“TJ was going to offer you this trifle, my dear D’Artagnan, 
giving you your own time to repay me.” 

“ And how much did he cost you? ” 

“Tight hundred francs.” 

‘Here are forty double pistoles, my dear friend,” said 
D’Artagnan, taking that sum from his pocket. “I know 
that it is the same coin in which you are paid for poems.” 

‘ You are in funds, then ?” 

‘Rich — rolling in wealth!” said D’Artagnan, rattling the 
rest of his pistoles in his pocket. 

“Send your saddle, then, to the quarters of the mus- 
keteers and your horse shall be brought here with ours.” 

“Very well. But it is almost five o’clock. Let us make 
haste.” 

In about a quarter of an hour afterward Porthos appeared 
at the end of the Rue Ferou on a magnificent Spanish horse. 
Musqueton was following him on a small but strong horse 
from Auvergne. Porthos was glittering with joy and pride. 

At the samv time Aramis was seen at the other end of the 
street mounted on a superb English steed. Bazin followed 
on a roan horse, leading a vigorous Mecklenburgian horse, 
which now belonged to D’ Artagnan. 

The two musketeers met at the door; Athos and D’Ar- 
tagnan were looking down at them from the window. 

“By my faith!” said Aramis, “ you have a superb horse 
there, my friend.” 

“Yes,” replied Porthos, “it is the one that was to have 
been sent at first. A foolish joke of a certain husband sub- 
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stituted the other, but the gentleman has been well pun- 
ished since, and I have obtained satisfaction.” 

Grimaud appeared in his turn, leading his master’s horse. 
D’ Artagnan and Athos came down, got into their saddles by 
the side of their companions, and all four proceeded toward 
the quay — Athos on the horse for which he was indebted to 
his wife, Aramis on the horse for which he was indebted to 
his mistress, Porthos on the horse for which he was indebted 
to the attorney’s wife, and D’Artagnan on the horse for 
which he was indebted only to his good fortune, which is 
the best of all mistresses. 

The valets followed them. 

As Porthos anticipated, the cavalcade produced a fine 
effect, and if Madame Coguenard had been in Porthos’s 
path and could have seen how well he looked upon his fine 
Spanish steed, she would hardly have regretted the bleeding 
that she had performed upon her husband’s strong-box. 

Near the Louvre the four friends met M. de Treville 
returning from St. Germain. He stopped them to compli- 
ment them on their equipment, which drew around them in 
an instant a hundred loungers. 

D’Artagnan took advantage of this circumstance to tell 
M. de Treville about the letter with the great red seal and 
ducal arms. It will be imagined that about the other letter 
he did not breathe a syllable. 

M. de Treville approved of the resolution they had formed 
and assured him that if he should not be seen again on the 
next day he would manage to find him out, wherever he 
might be. 

At that moment the clock of the Samaritan struck six. 
The four friends excused themselves on account of an 
engagement, and set off. 

A short gallop took them to the Chaillot road. The day 
was beginning to decline. Carriages were passing back- 
ward and forward. JD’Artagnan, guarded by his friends at 
a little distance, looked eagerly into every carriage, but saw 
no face he knew. 


88 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


At length, after about a quarter of an hour’s expectation, 
and as the twilight thickened around, a carriage advancing 
at the utmost speed of the horses was seen upon the Sevres 
road, A presentiment announced to D’Artagnan that this 
carriage contained the individual who had made the appoint- 
ment with him. The young man was himself astonished at 
the violent beating of his heart. Almost at the same instant 
a woman’s head was visible at the window, with two fingers 
on the lips, as if to enjoin silence, or to send a kiss. D’Ar- 
tagnan uttered a faint cry of joy. This woman, or rather 
this apparition, for the carriage passed with the rapidity of 
a vision, was Madame Donancieux. 

By an involuntary movement and in spite of the caution 
he had received D’Artagnan pushed his horse into a gallop 
and in a few bounds he was beside the carriage; but the 
window was hermetically closed, the vision was no longer 
there. 

})’Artagnan then remembered the warning: “If you value 
your own life and that of those who love you, remain 
motionless, as if you had seen nothing.” 

He stopped, therefore, trembling, not for himself, but for 
the poor woman, who had evidently exposed herself to no 
trifling peril by the appointment she had made. 

The carriage proceeded on its way and, still advancing 
rapidly, soon entered Paris and disappeared. 

D’Artagnan had remained speechless on the same spot, 
knowing not what to think. If it was really Madame Konan- 
cleux and if sie was returning to Paris, why this fugitive 
meeting, why this passing interchange of glances, why this 
kiss, committed to the winds? If, on the other hand, it was 
not really she—which was, in fact, very possible, for the 
insufficiency of light made error easy — might not this be 
the signal of an attack commenced by the love of a woman 
for whom his love was known ? 

The three companions gathered around him. They had 
all distinctly seen a woman’s head at the window, but 
neither of them, except Athos, knew Madame Bonanciewx. 
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Athos believed that it was really that lady whom they had 
seen, but, having been less engrossed than D’Artagnan by 
that pretty face, he thought that he had seen a second 
head, a man’s, at the back of the carriage. 

“If that is the case,” said D’Artagnan, “they are 
undoubtedly conveying her from one prison to another. 
But what can they want with the poor creature and how 
can I ever rescue or rejoin her?” 

“My friend,” said Athos, gravely, ‘remember that the 
dead are the only people we can never meet again on earth. 
You know something to that effect as well as I do, do you 
not? Now if your mistress is not really dead, if it was 
actually she whom we saw just now, at one time or another 
you two will meet again. And perhaps,” added he, in those 
tones of misanthropy which were habitual to him, “ perhaps 
more quickly even than you might have wished!” 

It now struck half-past seven; the carriage had been 
twenty minutes beyond the appointed time. His friends 
reminded D’Artagnan that there was another visit to pay, 
which, however, it was yet possible for him to decline. 

But D’Artagnan was, at the same time, both obstinate 
and curious. He had in his own mind determined to go to 
the cardinal’s palace and to know what his eminence had 
to say to him. Nothing could make him change his resolu- 
tion. They reached the Rue St. Honoré and the Place du 
Palais Cardinal, where they found the twelve musketeers 
walking about whilst they awaited their companions. Then, 
first, was the business they had met for communicated to 
these brave allies. 

D’ Artagnan was well known to the honorable company of 
kine’s musketeers, amongst whom it was also understood 
that he would one day take his place; he was therefore 
regarded as a comrade, by anticipation. It resulted from 
this that every one willingly engaged in the affair to which 
they had been invited; they had, moreover, the probability 
of doing an ill turn to the cardinal or his people, and for 
such expeditions these worthy gentlemen were always well 


prepared. 
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Athos divjded them into three parties: of one he took the 
command himself; the second he gave to Aramis, and the 
third to Porthos; and then each party placed itself in 
ambush, opposite an entrance to the palace. 

D’Artagnan, on his part, boldly entered by the principal 

ate. 

. Although he felt himself strongly supported the young 
man did not ascend the grand staircase without uneasiness. 
His conduct toward her ladyship bore, indeed, some slight 
resemblance to treachery, and he suspected that there were 
political relations between this woman and the cardinal. 
Moreover, De Wardes, whom he had handled so roughly, was 
a faithful follower of his eminence, and D’Artagnan well 
knew that, if the cardinal was a terror to his enemies, he 
was also constant in his attachment to his friends. 

“Tf De Wardes has related the details of our interview 
to his eminence, of which there can be no doubt, and if he 
has recognized me, which is probable, I may consider myself 
a condemned man,” thought D’Artagnan, shaking his head. 
“But why should he have waited until to-day? It is clear 
enough her ladyship has made complaints against me, with 
all that hypocritical sorrow which renders her so interesting ; 
and this last crime has made the vaserun over. Fortunately,” 
added he, “my good friends are below and they will not let 
me be carried off without a struggle. And yet M. de Tre- 
ville’s company of musketeers, alone, cannot carry on a war 
against the cardinal, who disposes of the forces of all France 
and before wh 1m the queen has no power and the king no 
will. D’Artagnan, my friend, thou art prudent, thou hast 
excellent qualities, but — women will destroy thee!” 

He had come to this sad conclusion just as he entered the 
ante-chamber. He gave his letter to the officer on duty, 
who showed him into the interior of the palace. 

In this room there were five or six of his excellency’s 
guards, who recognized D’ Artagnan and, knowing that it was 
he who had wounded Jussac, looked at him with a singular 
smile. 
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This smile seemed to D’Artagnan a bad omen. But as 
our Gascon was uot easily intimidated, or, rather, thanks to 
the abundant pride natural to the men of his province, did 
not easily betray what was passing in his mind when his 
emotions resembled fear, he stood boldly before the gentle- 
men of the guards and waited, with a hand upon his hip, in 
an attitude not shorn of dignity. 

The officer entered and made a sign to D’Artagnan to 
follow. 

It seemed to the young man that, as he left, the guards 
began to whisper to each other. 

He went along a corridor, passed through a large salon, 
entered a library, and found himself before a man who was 
seated at a desk, writing. 

The officer beckoned him in and retired without uttering 
a word. 

PD’ Artagnan remained standing and examined this man. 

At first D’Artagnan thought that he was in the presence 
of a judge, who was examining his papers; but he soon saw 
that the man at the desk was writing, or rather correcting 
lines of an unequal length, and was scanning the words 
upon his fingers; he found that he was in the presence of a 
poet. At the expiration of a minute the poet closed his 
manuscript, on the back of which was written, ‘‘ Mirame: a 
Tragedy in five acts.” 

He raised his head and D’Artagnan recognized the 
cardinal, 


92 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


CHAPTER XL. 


A TERRIBLE VISION. 


RicHELIEv rested his elbow on his manuscript and his 
cheek on his hand and looked at D’Artagnan for an instant. 
No one had an eye more profoundly penetrating than the 
cardinal; and the young man felt this look running through 
his veins like quicksilver. 

Nevertheless, he kept a good countenance, holding his 
hat in his hand and waiting his eminence’s pleasure without 
too much pride, but at the same time without too much 
humility. 

“Sir,” said the cardinal, “are you one D’Artagnan, of 
Béarn ?” 

“Yes, my lord.” 

“There are several branches of the D’Artagnans in 
Tarbes, and in its neighborhood; to which of them do you 
belong ?” 

“Tam the son of him who fought in the religious wars 
and with the great King Henry, the father of his gracious 
majesty.” 

“ Ah, yes; 15 is you who set out from your native place 
about seven or eight months ago, to come and seek your for- 
tune in the capital ? ” 

“Yes, my lord.” 

“You came by Meung, where something happened to you 
—I do not exactly know what — but something ? ” 

“ My lord,” said D’Artagnan, “this is what happened ‘si 

“ Unnecessary, quite unnecessary,” interrupted the car- 
dinal, with a smile which indicated that he knew the story 
quite as well as he who wished to tell it. ‘“ You were 
recommended to M. de Treville, were you not?” 
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“Yes, my lord, but in that unlucky affair at Meung zu 

“ The letter of introduction was lost,” resumed his emin- 
ence. “Yes, I know that. But M. de Treville is a skillful 
physiognomist, who knows men at the first sight, and he 
has placed you in the company of his brother-in-law, M. des 
Essarts, leaving you to hope that some day or other you 
will be admitted into the musketeers.” 

“Your lordship is perfectly correct.” 

“Since that time many things have happened you: you 
walked behind the Chartreux one day, when you had much 
better had been elsewhere; then you made a journey to the 
waters of the Forges with your friends; they stopped upon 
the road, but you — you continued your journey. That was 
natural enough: you had business in England.” 

“My lord,” said D’Artagnan, quite confounded, “I 
went y 

“To hunt at Windsor, or somewhere else. That is no 
business of anybody’s. J know it, because it is my duty to 
kuow everything. On your return you were received by an 
august person. I see with pleasure that you have kept the 
memorial which she gave you.” 

D’Artagnan put his hand on the diamond which the 
queen had given him and quickly turned the stone inward, 
but it was too late. 

“On the next day you were waited upon by Cavois,” con- 
tinued the cardinal; “he came to beg you to come to the 
palace, But you did not return that visit, and in that you 
were wrong.”’ 

“My lord, I feared that I had incurred your eminence’s 
displeasure.” 

“And why so, sir? Because you had performed the 
orders of your superiors with more intelligence and courage 
than another could have done? Incur my displeasure 
when you merited praise? It is those who do not obey that 
I punish; and not those who, like you, obey —too well. 
And to prove it, recall the date of the day on which I sent 
for you to come to see me, and seek in your memory what 
happened on that very night.” 
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It was the evening on which Madame Bonancieux was 
carried off. D’Artagnan shuddered, and he remembered 
that half an hour before the poor woman had passed before 
him, no doubt again borne away by the same power which 
directed that abduction. 

“ At last,” continued the cardinal, “as I had heard noth- 
ing of you for some time, I wished to know what you were 
doing. Besides, you certainly owe me some thanks; you 
have yourself remarked what consideration has been always 
shown toward you.” 

D’ Artagnan bowed respectfully. 

“That,” continued the cardinal, “proceeded not only 
from a sentiment of natural equity, but also from a plan that 
I had traced respecting you.” 

D’Artagnan was more and more astonished. 

“Tt was my desire,” continued the cardinal, “to explain 
this plan to you on the day that you received my first invi- 
tation, but you did not come. Fortunately, nothing has 
been lost by the delay, and to-day you shall hear it. Sit 
down, then, before me, M. d’Artagnan; you are gentleman 
enough not to be kept standing whilst you listen. 

The cardinal pointed out a chair to the young man, who 
was so astonished at what was taking place that he waited, 
before he obeyed, for a second intimation from his inter- 
locutor. 

“ You are brave, M. d’Artagnan,” resumed his eminence; 
“and you are prudent, which is even better. I love men of 
head and hvart. Do not be alarmed,” he added, smiling; 
‘by men of heart, I mean courageous men. But young as 
you are and scarcely entering the world, your enemies are 
very powerful. If you do not take care they will destroy 
you.” 

“ Alas! my lord,” replied the young man, “they will 
undoubtedly accomplish it very easily; for they are strong 
and well supported, whilst I stand alone.” 

“ Yes, that is true; but alone as you are, you have already 
done much, and will, I doubt not, do still more. Yet you 
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have, I believe, occasion for a guide in the adventurous 
career you have undertaken; since, if I am not deceived, 
you have come to Paris with the ambitious intention of 
making a fortune.” 

“Tam at the age of foolish hopes, my lord,” said D’Arta- 
gnan. 

«No hopes are foolish except for blockheads, sir, and 
you are a man of ability. Come, what would you say to an 
ensigncy in my guards and a company at the end of the 
campaign ?” 

« Ah, my lord!” 

“You accept it, of course ?” 

“My lord ” rephed D’Artagnan, with an embarrassed 
air. . 

“What? Do you decline it?” exclaimed the cardinal 
with a look of astonishment. 

“Tam in his majesty’s guards, my lord, and I have no 
reason to be discontented.” 

“ But it seems to me,” said his eminence, “that my guards 
are also his majesty’s guards; and that whoever serves in a 
French regiment serves the king.” 

“ My lord, your eminence has misunderstood my words.” 

You want a pretext, do you not? Junderstand. Very 
well! <A pretext, here it is — promotion, the opening of a 
campaign, the opportunity which I offer you —these will be 
sufficient for the world; for yourself, the necessity of sure 
protection. For it is as well for you to be informed, M. 
d’Artagnan, that I have received serious complaints against 
you. You do not consecrate your nights and days exclu- 
sively to the service of the king.” 

D’ Artagnan blushed. 

“ Moreover,” added the cardinal, laying his hand on a roll 
of paper, “I have here a whole bundle of particulars about 
you. But before reading them, I wished to talk with you 
I know that you are a man of resolution, and your services, 
if well directed, instead of leading to disaster, might benefit 
you greatly. Come, reflect and determine.” 
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“Your goodness confounds me, my lord,” replied D’Ar. 
tagnan, “and I discover in your eminence a greatness of 
soul which makes me feel by your side insignificant as an 
earthworm ; but in fact, since your eminence permits me to 
speak frankly “ 

D’Artagnan stopped. 

& Say on.” 

“Well, then, I will inform your eminence that all my 
friends are amongst the musketeers aud the king’s guards, 
and that all my enemies, by some inconceivable fatality, are 
in the service of your eminence. On this account I should 
be unwelcome here and despised there, if I accepted what 
you are good enough to offer.” 

« And can you already have the exalted idea that I do not. 
offer you as much as you deserve, sir?” inquired the cardi- 
nal, with a scornful smile. 

“My lord, your eminence is a hundred times too good to 
me, and, on the contrary, I do not think that I have yet 
done enough to be deserving of your kindness. The siege 
of La Rochelle is about to commence, my lord; I shall 
serve under your owu eyes; and, if I shall have the good 
fortune to conduct myself in such a manner at the siege as 
to merit your approbation, it will be well! After that I 
shall at least have, in the past, some action of sufficient 
brillianey to justify the protection with which your em1- 
nence may condescend to honor me. Everything should be 
effected at an opportune time. Perhaps, hereafter, I may 
have the right to give myself away; at present, I should be 
supposed to sell myself.” 

“That is to say, you refuse to serve me, sir?” said the 
cardinal, in a tone of anger, through which, however, might 
be traced a sentiment of esteem. “Remain in freedom, 
then, and still preserve your hatreds and your sympathies.” 

“ My lord 2 

“Well, well,” continued the cardinal, “I am not offended 
with you, but you must understand — it is quite enough to 
protect and recompense one’s friends — ene owes nothing to 
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one’s enemies. And yet I will give you one piece of advice. 
Take care of yourself, M. d’Artagnan, for, from the moment 
that I have withdrawn my hand from you,I would not give 
one farthing for your life.” 

“JT will do my best, my lord,” replied the Gascon, with 
unpresuming confidence. 

“And hereafter, should any misfortune befall you, 
remember,” said Richelieu, significantly, “that it is I who 
sought you and that | have done what I could to shield you 
from disaster.” 

“Let what may happen,” said I’Artagnan, bowing, with 
his hand upon his breast, “I shall retain a sentiment of 
eternal gratitude to your eminence for what you are doing 
for me at the present time.” 

“Well, then, M. d’Artagnan, as you say, we shall see 
each other again; during the campaign IJ shall keep my eye 
upon you, for I shall be there,” continued the cardinal, 
pointing to a magnificent suit of armor which he was to 
wear. “And on our return we will decide on some 
arrangement.” 

“Ah, my lord!” exclaimed D’Artagnan, “spare me the 
weight of your displeasure ; remain neutral, my lord, if you 
find that I behave gallantly.” 

“ Young man,” said Richelieu, “if I can again say to you 
what I have said to you today, I promise you that I wild do 
50.” 

This last expression of Richelieu involved a terrible 
doubt. It alarmed D’Artagnan more than a threat would 
have done, for it was a warning. It implied that the cardi- 
nal was endeavoring to screen him from some impending 
evil. He opened his lips to answer, but with an imperial 
gesture the cardinal dismissed him. 

D’Artagnan left the room, but at the door his heart 
almost failed him and he was strongly tempted to return. 
Yet Athos’s serious and severe countenance rose before his 
mind. If he agreed to what the cardinal proposed, Athos 
would no longer stretch him out his hand— Athos would 
disown him, 
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It was this fear that determined him, so powerful is the 
influence of a truly noble character over all that approach 
it. 

D’ Artagnan went down by the same staircase that he had 
ascended and found before the door Athos and the four 
musketeers awaiting him, who were beginning to be anx- 
ious about him. With one word he reassured them, and 
Planchet ran to the other posts to announce that any 
further watch was unnecessary, as his master had returned 
safe and sound out of the cardinal’s palace. 

When they were housed at Athos’s, Aramis and Porthos 
inquired about the object of this singular interview; but 
D’Artagnan merely told them that Richelieu had sent for 
him to offer him an ensign’s commission in the guards and 
that he had refused it. 

“« And you were right!” exclaimed Aramis and Porthos, 
with one voice. 

Athos fell into a profound reverie and said nothing. But 
when he was alone with D’Artagnan, he added: 

“You have done right, although, perhaps, you have com- 
mitted a mistake in doing so.” — 

})’Artagnan sighed, for that voice responded to a secret 
whisper of his own soul, which announced that great mis- 
fortunes were impending. 

The next day was occupied in preparations for depar- 
ture. 

D’Artagnan went to take leave of M. de Treville. At 
this time it was still believed that the separation of the 
guards and musketeers would be but momentary, the king 
holding his parliament that very day and proposing to set 
out on the next. M. de Treville therefore only asked D’Ar- 
tagnan whether he wanted anything of him, but D’Artagnan 
replied that he had all he needed. 

In the evening all the comrades of M. de Treville’s and 
M. des Essarts’s companies who had become attached to one 
another met together. They were about to part, to meet 
again when, and if it should please God to let them. The 
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night was, therefore, a8 may be supposed, a boisterous one; 
for on such occasions nothing but extreme indulgence can 
drive away excessive care. 

The next day, at the first sound of the trumpets, the 
friends separated; the musketeers hastened to M. de Tre- 
ville’s hotel and the guards to that of M. des Essarts. 
Each captain led his company to the Louvre, where the king 
reviewed them. 

His majesty was sad and seemed in ill health, which 
detracted somewhat from his usual dignihed appearance. 
In fact, the evening before a fever had attacked him, even 
whilst he was presiding over a court of judicature, amidst 
the parliament. But he was not the less deterinined to set 
out in the evening, and in spite of all persuasions he 
insisted on holding this review, hoping, by this vigoreus 
opposition, to overpower the malady that had assailed him. 

The review being ended, the guards alone began their 
march —the musketeers being to set out only with the 
king —a delay which gave Porthos an opportunity of das- 
playing his superb equipage in the Kue aux Ours. 

The attorney’s wife saw him passing by in his new uni- 
form and on hissplendid horse. And she loved Porthos too 
well to let him leave her thus, so she beckoned him to dis- 
mount and enter. Porthos was magnificent; his spurs rat- 
tled, his cuirass beamed, and his sword smote clashing 
agalnust his legs. The clerks had no disposition to laugh 
this time —the musketeer looked too much like one who 
would soon slit their ears. 

The visitor was introduced to M. Coquenard, whose little 
gray eyes glistened with rage when he beheld his pretended 
cousin so showily adorned. Nevertheless, he had one source 
of inward consolation. It was everywhere reported that the 
campaign would be a rough one, and he gently hoped, at 
the bottom of his heart, that Porthos might be amongst the 
Blain. 

Porthos presented his compliments to Master Coquenard 
and took his leave. The attorney wished him all sorts of 
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prosperity. As to Madame Coquenard, she was unable to 
restrain her tears, but no scandalous thoughts could be sug- 
gested by her grief; she was known to be strongly attached 
to her relations, on whose account she had always had the 
bitterest contentions with her husband. 

Whilst the attorney’s wife was able to follow her hand- 
some cousin with her eyes she waved a handkerchief and 
leaned herself from the window as though she was about to 
tumble into the street. Porthos received all these indica- 
tions of tenderness like a man accustomed to such demon- 
strations. But as he turned the corner of the street he raised 
his hat and waved it in token of adieu. 

Aramis, on his part, wrote a long letter. To whom ? 
None knew. In the next room Kitty, who was to set off 
that very evening for Tours, was waiting for this mysterious 
epistle, 

Athos drank, sip by sip, the last bottle of his Spanish 
wine. 

eIn the meantime D’Artagnan was marching with his com- 
pany. In passing through the Faubourg St. Antoine he 
turned and looked gayly at the Bastile, which he had at 
least as yet escaped. As he was gazing only at the Bastile 
he did not see her ladyship, who, mounted on a dun horse, 
pointed him out with her finger to two ill-looking men, who 
immediately came close to the ranks to reconnoiter hun. To 
an interrogation which they addressed to the lady by a look, 
ghe answered by a sign that he was indeed the man. Then, 
certain that there could be no mistake in the execution of 
her orders, she spurred her horse and disappeared. 

The two men followed the company, and at the end of 
the Faubourg St. Antoine they mounted two horses which a 
servant out of livery was holding in readiness for them. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 


THE SIEGE OF LA ROCHELLE. 


THe siege of La Rochelle was one of the greatest events of 
the reign of Louis XIII. 

The political views of the cardinal, when he undertook 
the siege, were extensive. Of the important cities which 
had been given by Henry IV. to the Huguenots as places of 
safety, La Rochelle alone remained. The cardinal wished 
to destroy this last bulwark of Calvinism. 

La Rochelle, which had derived additional importance 
from the ruin of the other Calvinistic towns, was, besides, 
the last port that remained opento the English in the king- 
dom of France; and by closing it to England — our eternal 
enemy — the cardinal would end the work of Joan of Arc 
and of the Duke of Guise. 

Thus it was that Bassompierre, who was at the same time 
both Protestant and Catholic —a Protestant from conviction 
and a Catholic as commander of the Saint Esprit — Bassom- 
pierre, who was a German by birth and a Frenchman at heart 
— Lassompierre, who had a particular command at the siege 
of La Rochelle — said, on charging at the head of many 
other Protestant noblemen like himself, ‘ You will see, gen- 
tlemen, that we shail be fools enough to take La Rochelle.” 

And Bassompierre was right. The cannonades of the 
Isle of Ré were a prelude to the dragoonings of the Cé- 
vennes; the taking of La Rochelle was the preface to the 
Edict of Nantes. 

But by the side of these general views of the leveling and 
simplifying minister, which belong to history, the chron- 
icler is obliged to dwell upon the petty objects of the lover 
and the jealous rival. 
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Richelieu, as every one knows, had been enamored of the 
queen, Had this love a purely political aim, or was it one 
of those profound passions with which Anne of Austria 
inspired those who were around her? This is what we can- 
not satisfactorily decide. Yet, at all events, it has been 
seen, by the circumstances which have been detailed in this 
history, that Buckingham had gained a superiority over him 
in more ways than one; and that especially in the affair of 
the diamond studs — thanks to the devotion of the three 
musketeers and the courage of D’Artagnan — he had most 
cruelly mystified and befooled him. 

It was Richelieu’s object, therefore, not merely to rid 
France of an enemy, but to revenge himself on a rival. The 
revenge ought, too, to be stern and signal, and completely 
worthy of the man who held in his hand, as a weapon, the 
forces of a whole realm. 

Richelieu knew that in fighting against England he was 
fighting against Buckingham; in triumphing over England 
he would triumph over Buckingham; and, lastly, that in 
humiliating England in the eyes of all Europe he would 
humiliate Buckingham in the eyes of the queen. 

On his part, Buckinghain, whilst he was putting the honor 
of England prominently forward as his motive, was impelled 
by interests exactly similar to those of the cardinal. 

Buckingham was also pursuing a private revenge. Under 
no pretext had Buckingham been able to enter France as an 
ambassador; anc he wished, therefore, to come in as a con- 
queror. It follows from this that the true stake in this 
game which two powerful kingdoms were playing for the 
pleasure of two men in love, was nothing more than a gen- 
tle glance from Anne of Austria. 

The Duke of Buckingham gained the first advantage. 
Arriving uuexpectedly before the Isle of Ré with ninety 
vessels and twenty thousand men, he surprised the Count de 
Toirac, who was the king’s commander there, and after a 
bloody contest accomplished a disembarkation. 

Let us record, by the way, that the Baron de Chantal fell 
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in this combat, leaving an orphan daughter, a little girl 
eighteen months old. This little girl was afterward Madame 
de Sévigné. 

The Count de Toirac returned to the citadel of St. Martin 
with his garrison and threw a hundred men into a small fort, 
which was called the fort of La Prée. 

This event hastened the decision of the cardinal, and 
until he and the king could go and take the command of the 
siege of La Rochelle, which was resolved on, he had sent his 
majesty’s brother on forward to direct the first operations, 
and had made all the troops he could dispose of march to the 
theatre of war. 

It was of this detachment of the army, which was sent 
forward as a vanguard, that our friend D’Artagnan formed 
a part. The king, as we have said, was to follow when his 
court of justice had been held. On rising from the sitting, 
on the twenty-third of June, he had found himself seized 
with fever. He nevertheless persisted on setting out, but 
getting worse, he was obliged to stop at Villeroi. 

Now where the king stopped there also stopped the mus- 
keteers. Hence it followed that D’Artagnan, who was only 
in the guards, found himself separated, for a time at least, 
from his good friends, Athos, Porthos and Aramis, This 
separation, which was merely annoying to him at the time, 
would certainly have become a source of serious anxiety had 
he been able to discern by what unsuspected dangers he was 
surrounded. 

Nevertheless he arrived without accident at the camp 
before La Rochelle. 

Everything was in statu guo. The Duke of Buckingham 
and the English in possession of the Isle of Ré continued to 
besiege, but without success, the fort of La Prée and the 
citadel of St. Martin; and the hostilities with La Rochelle 
had commenced two or three days before, on account of a 
battery which the Duke d’Angouléme had just constructed 
near the city. 

The guards under M. des Essarts were stationed at the 
Minimes, 
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But we know that D’Artagnan, engrossed by the ambition 
of becoming a musketeer, had formed but few intimacies 
with his comrades, and he found himself, therefore, isolated 
and abandoned to his own reflections. 

And these thoughts were not cheerful. During the year 
that he had been in Paris he had engaged himself in public 
affairs and consequently his own private affairs, either of love 
or fortune, had made no great advances. 

Ags to love, the only woman for whom he had a sincere 
affection was Madame Bonancieux, and Madame Bonancieux 
had disappeared, nor with all his efforts had he been able to 
discover what had become of her. 

As to fortune, he —a mere nobody — had madean enemy 
of the cardinal; that is to say, of a man before whom the 
nobles of the kingdom trembled and even the king himself 
stood abashed. 

That man had power to crush him and yet had abstained. 

To a mind as clear-sighted as D’Artagnan’s this forbear- 
ance was a gleam of dawn which gave promise of a fairer 
future. 

Then he had made himself another enemy, less to be 
dreaded, as he thought, but one whom he felt instinctively 
was not to be despised. ‘This enemy was her ladyship. 

In exchange for all this he had the protection and good- 
will of the queen; but her majesty’s good-will, in the cir- 
cumstances of the tines, was only an additional source of 
persecution, and wer protection, it is known, protected very 
insecurely — witness Chalais and Madame Bonancieux. 

So that what he had most manifestly gained, on the whole, 
was the diamond, worth five or six thousand frances, which 
he wore upon his finger; and even this diamond, supposing 
that he must preserve it, to remind the queen at some future 
day of her gratitude, had not, in the meantime, since he could 
not dispose of it, any greater value than the pebbles he 
trampled beneath his feet. We say the pebbles that he. 
trampled beneath his feet, for D’Artagnan made these 
reflections whilst he was walking all alone in a pretty little 
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path which led from the camp to an adjoining village. But 
these reflections had led him further than he intended, and 
the day was beginning to decline when, by the last ray of the 
setting sun, he seemed to perceive the barrel of a musket 
glittering behind a hedge. 

D’Artagnan had a quick eye and a ready wit. He com- 
prehended that the musket had not come there of itself and 
that the man who held it was not concealed behind a hedge 
with any amicable intentions. He determined, therefore, to 
gain the open country; but on the other side of the road, 
behind a rock, he perceived the extremity of a second mus- 
ket. It was evidently an ambuscade. 

The young man gave a glance at the first musket and 
beheld with some anxiety that it was aiming in his direc- 
tion, but as soon as he saw the orifice of the barrel motion- 
less he threw himself upon his face. At that instant the 
shot wus fired and he heard the whistling of a ball as it 
passed over his head. 

There was not a single instant to be lost. D’Artagnan 
raised himself up at a bound and at the same moment a 
bullet from the second musket scattered the stones in the 
very part of the path where he had thrown himself down. 

D’ Artagnan was not one of these foolishly brave men who 
seek a ridiculous death in order to have it said of them that 
they never retreated a step. Desides, courage had nothing 
to do with the matter here; he had fallen into an ambus- 
cacle. . 

“Tf there isa third shot,” said he to himself, “ J am a dead 
man.” 

He immediately scampered toward the camp with all the 
swiftness of his countrymen, who are so famous for their 
activity, but fast as was his course, the one who had fired 
first, having had time to reload his gun, made another 
shot at him, so well directed this time that the ball 
passed through his hat and lifted it ten paces before his 
flying feet. 

As D’Artagnan had not another hat he picked it up as 
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he ran, and reaching his lodging, pale and out of breath, 
he sat down without speaking to any one and began to 
reflect. 

This event might have three causes. The first and most 
natural was, that it might be an ambuscade from La 
Rochelle, whose inmates would not have been sorry to 
kill one of his majesty’s guards, as it would make one 
enemy the less and that enemy ment have a well filled 
purse in his pocket. 

D’ Artagnan took his hat and examined the hole that the 
bullet had made and shook his head. The bullet did not 
belong to a musket, but to an arquebuse; the precision of 
the aim had already made him think it was fired by a private 
hand; soit was not a military ambuscade, since the ball was 
not of that calibre. 

It might be an affectionate memento from the cardinal. 
It may be remembered that at the very moment when, 
thanks to the ever blessed beam of sunshine, he had per- 
ceived the gun-barrel, he was marveling at the long-suffer- 
ing of his eminence toward him. But D’Artagnan shook 
his head with an air of doubt. The cardinal seldom had 
recourse to such means with people whom a flourish of his 
pen could crush. 

It might be her ladyship’s revenge. 

This conjecture was more reasonable. 

He tried in vain to recall either the features or the dress 
of the assassins, but he had hurried from them too rapidly 
to have leisure t remark them. 

‘“ Ah, my poor friends,’ muttered D’Artagnan, “ where 
are you? Alas! how much I miss you!” 

D’Artagnan passed a very bad night. Three or four 
times he awoke with a start, fancying that a man ap- 
proached his bed to stab him. Yet the day dawned with- 
out any accident having occurred during the darkness. 

- But D’Artagnan suspected that what is deferred is not 
therefore an impossibility. 

He remained in his quarters throughout the whole day, 
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and gave aS an excuse to himself, the badness of the 
weather. 

At nine o’clock the next morning they beat toarms. The 
Duc d’Orléans was visiting the posts. The guards mus- 
tered and D’ Artagnan took his place amidst his comrades. 

His royal highness passed in front of the line, and then 
all the superior officers approached to pay their respects to 
him. M. des Essarts, the captain of the guards, went with 
the others. 

After a short time D’Artagnan thought that he perceived 
M. des Essarts making a sign to him to draw near. He 
waited for another gesture, fearing that he might have 
been mistaken, but on its being repeated he left the ranks 
and advanced to receive the order. 

“ His royal highness is about to ask for volunteers for 
a dangerous expedition which will be very glorious for those 
who survive it; and I made you a sign, that you might hold 
yourself in readiness.” 

“Thank you, captain,” replied D’Artagnan, who required 
nothing better than to distinguish himself before the eyes 
of the lieutenant-general. 

The Rochellais had, in fact, made a sortie during the 
night and recaptured a bastion which the royal army had 
seized two days before. The point was to push a forlorn 
hope so forward as to be able to discover in what manner 
the enemy guarded this bastion. 

After a few minutes his royal highness raised his voice 
and said : 

“ T want three or four volunteers for this expedition, led 
by a man who can be depended upon.” 

“As for your trustworthy man, here he is,” said M. des 
Essarts, pointing to D’Artagnan; “and as for the four or 
five volunteers, your royal highness has only to make your 
wishes known and the men will not be wanting.” 

“ Four volunteers to come and be killed with me!” cried 
D’ Artagnan, raising his sword. 

Two of his companions in the guards rushed toward him 
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instantaneously, and two soldiers having joined him, the 
number was complete. D’Artagnan, therefore, rejected all 
others, to avoid injustice to those who had the prior claim. 

It was not known whether the Rochellais, after having 
taken the bastion, had evacuated or placed a garrison in it. 
It was therefore necessary to examine the spot sutticiently 
close to ascertain this point. 

D’Artagnan went off with his four companions in the line 
of the trench. The two guards marched by his side and the 
two soldiers in the rear. 

Sheltering themselves in this manner by the rampart, 
they arrived within a hundred paces of the bastion, and 
ou turning around at that moment D’Artagnan perceived 
that the two soldiers had disappeared. Relieving them to 
have remained behind from fear, he continued to advance. 

At the turn of the counterscarp they found themselves 
about sixty yards from the bastion, but they saw no one 
and the bastion seemed abandoned. 

The three volunteers deliberated whether they should 
advance further, when suddenly a circle of smoke sur- 
rounded the vast stone and a dozen balls whistled around 
D’Artagnan and his companions. 

They knew now what they had come to learn — the bas- 
tion was guarded ; a longer delay, therefore, in so dangerous 
a place, would have been only a gratuitous imprudence. 
So D’Artagnan and the two guards turned their heads and 
began a retreat which was very much like a flight. 

On reaching the angle of the trench, which would serve 
as a rampart to them, one of the guards fell with a ball 
through his chest, whilst the other, who was safe and 
sound, made the best of his way to the camp. 

D’Artagnan would not thus abandon a companion and 
leaned over him to lift him up and aid him to regain the 
lines, but at that very moment two shots were fired; one 
ball shattered the head of the man who was already 
wounded, and the other was flattened against a rock, after 
having passed within two inches of D’Artagnan’s body. 
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The musketeer turned instantly, for this attack could not 
come from the bastion, which was hidden by the angle of 
the trench. The remembrance of the two soldiers who had 
abandoned him occurred to his mind and suggested to him 
his assassins of the previous evening. He resolved on this 
occasion to find out what it meant, and fell, therefore, 
upon the body of his comrade, as though he had been dead. 
He unmediately saw that two heads were raised above an 
abandoned work, which was about thirty yards from him; 
they were those cf the two soldiers. D’Artagnan was not 
mistaken; these men had followed him solely for the pur- 
pose of assassinating him, in the full belief that the murder 
of the young man would be imputed to the muskets of the 
enemy. 

But as he might be only wounded and might denounce 
their crime, they drew near to complete their work. Happily, 
deceived by the sight of D’Artagnan’s position, they neg- 
lected to reload their guns. When they were about three 
paces from him, D’Artagnan, who had taken special care, in 
falling, not to relinquish his sword, suddenly arose and 
sprang beside them. 

The assassins were well aware that,if they fled toward 
the camp without having killed their man, they should be 
accused by him, and therefore their first impulse was to 
pass over to the enemy. One of them took his gun by the 
barrel and made use of it as a club; he dealt a terrible 
biow at D’Artagnan, who avoided it by jumping aside; by 
this movement, however, he opened a passage for the bandit, 
who immediately sprang forth toward the bastion. But as 
the Rochellais who guarded it were ignorant of his inten- 
tions In advancing, they fired upon him, and he fell, with 
his shoulder broken by a ball. 

In the meantime D’Artagnan threw himself on the second 
soldier with his sword. The struggle was not long. This 
wretch had only his discharged fusee to defend himself 
with. The sword of the guardsman glided along the barrel 
of this useless weapon, and passed through the assagain’s 
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thigh. As soon as he had fallen D’Artagnan applied the 
point of his weapon to his throat. 

“Oh, do not kill me!” exclaimed the bandit. “ Pardon, 
pardon, sir, and I will confess everything!” 

‘Tg it worth my while to grant you your life for your 
secret ?” demanded the young man. 

‘Yes, if you consider life of any value to a man of 
twenty-two years of age, who, being as handsome and as 
brave as you are, may accomplish anything.” 

« Wretch!” cried D’Artagnan, “speak instantly! Who 
_ employed you to assassinate me ? ” 

‘« A woman whom I do not know, but who was called Mi- 
lady.” 

“But if you do not know this woman, how came you to 
know her name ?” 

“ My comrade knew her and called her thus. It was with 
him that she arranged the business —not with me. He has 
a letter from this person now in his pocket which would be 
of great importance to you, according to what I heard him 
Say.” 

‘‘ But how came you to be his partner in this ambuscade ? ” 

‘He proposed to me to join him in it and I agreed.” 

‘And how much has she paid you for this enchanting 
expedition ? ” 

“ A hundred louis.” 

“Well, upon my word,” said the young man, laughing, 
“she thinks me of some value. A hundred louis! It is 
quite a fortune ior two wretches like you. I can well under- 
stand that you would accept it, and so I forgive you, but on 
one condition.” 

“What is that?” said the soldier, uneasy at discovering 
that all was not yet ended. 

“That you go and get me the letter out of your com- 
panion’s pocket.” 

“But,” exclaimed the bandit, “that is only another way 
of killing me. How can you ask me to go for the letter 
under the very fire of the bastion ?” 
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“But you must make up your mind to go for it, or I 
swear that you shall this moment die by my sword.” 

“ Mercy, sir! mercy, in the name of the young lady whom 
you love and whom perhaps you imagine dead, but who is 
not so!” screamed the bandit, throwing himself on his hand, 
for his strength was ebbing with his blood. 

“ And how do you know that there is a young lady whom 
I love and that I have believed her dead?” demanded 
D’ Artagnan. 

“By that letter in my comrade’s pocket.” 

‘You see, then, that I must have that letter,” said D’Ar. 
tagnan. “So let us have no longer delay, no more hesitation, 
or, whatever may be my repugnance to bathe my sword a 
second tune in the blood of such a villain as yourself, I 
swear to you, on the word of an honest man ——” 

At these words )’Artagnan made such a threatening 
gesture that the wounded man arose. 

“Stop! stop!” exclaimed he, recovering courage through 
the very force of fear; “I go! I go!” 

D’Artagnan took the soldier’s arquebuse, made him walk 
in front, and urged him at the same time toward his com- 
panion, by pricking him in the loins with the point of his 
sword. | 

It was a fearful spectacle to witness this unhappy being 
leaving a long track of blood upon the path he took, grow- 
ing pale from the approach of death, and yet striving to 
drag himself without being seen to the body of his accom- 
plice, which was stretched out at a distance of twenty yards. 

Terror was so depicted on his countenance, which was 
covered with an icy dampness, that D’Artagnan both pitied 
and despised him. 

“Come!” said he, * I will show you the difference between 
a man of courage and a coward! Wait where you are — I 
will go!” And with an active step and his eye upon the 
bastion, observing the proceedings of the enemy and avail- 
ing himself of every inequality of ground, he managed to 
reach the fallen soldier. 
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There were two methods of accomplishing his purpose: 
either to search him where he was, or to carry him away, 
making a buckler of his body, and then to search him in the 
trench. 

D’Artagnan preferred the second plan and had thrown 
the body of the assassin on his shoulders just at the very 
moment that the enemy fired. 

A slight tremor, a final ery and a shudder of agony proved 
to D’Artagnan that he who had sought to assassinate him 
had now saved his life. 

D’Artagnan reached the trench and threw the body by 
the side of the wounded man, who was as pale now as the 
dead one. 

He then began to take the inventory. There was a 
leathern pocket-book, a purse, which evidently contained a 
part of the blood-money the banditti had received, and a 
dice-box and dice; and these composed the inheritance of 
the dead man. 

He left the dice-box and dice where they had fallen, threw 
the purse to the wounded man, and eagerly opened the 
pocket-book. 

Amongst several unimportant papers he found the follow- 
ing letter: it was that which he had gone to search for at 
the hazard of his life: 


“ Since you have lost track of that woman and she is now 
in safety in the convent, which you never ought to have 
allowed her to .each, take care at any rate not to miss the 
man; otherwise you know that I have a long arm and you 
shall pay dearly for the hundred louis which you have of 
mine.” 


There was no signature. 

Nevertheless, it was evident the letter was from Mi- 
lady. 

He kept it, therefore, as a testimony against her; and 
finding himself in safety behind the angle of the trench, he 
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began to question the wounded man. The latter confessed 
that he had been engaged with his comrade, the same who 
had now been killed, to carry off a young woman, who was 
to leave Paris by the barrier of La Vilette; but that having 
stopped to drink at a wine-shop, they had been ten minutes 
too late for the carriage. 

“But what were you to have done with this woman?” 
demanded D’Artagnan, in an agony. 

“We were to have taken her to a hotel in the Place 
Royale,” said the wounded man. 

“Yes, yes,” muttered D’Artagnan, “that is it: to her 
ladyship herself.” 

The young man shuddered as he comprehended with how 
atrocious a lust for vengeance this woman was impelled to 
destroy him and those who loved him; and how well she 
was acquainted with the secrets of the court, since she had 
detected even this. Jor this exact information she was 
indebted to the cardinal. 

But as some degree of compensation, he ascertained with 
unfeigned joy that the queen had at last discovered the 
prison to which Madaine Bonancieux had been sent to expi- 
ate her devotedness and had already rescued her from it. 
Thus the letter which he had received from the young 
woman and her appearance in the carriage on the Chaillot 
road were explained to him. 

Thenceforth, as Athos had predicted, it was possible to 
find Madame Bonancieux again, and a convent was not 
impregnable. 

This idea disposed his heart to clemency. He turned 
toward the wounded man, who was glaring at every change 
of his countenance with agony, and stretching out his arm 
to him: 

“ Come,” said he, “I will not abandon you here. Rest on 
me and let us return to the camp.” 

“ Yes,” said the wounded man, who could hardly credit 
80 much magnanimity; ‘ butis it not to have me hanged ?” 

“You have my word,” replied he; “for the second time 
I grant you your life.” 
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The wounded man fell on his knees and kissed the feet of 
his preserver; but D’Artagnan, who had no longer any 
motive for remaining so near the enemy himself, cut short 
these tokens of his gratitude. 

The guard who had returned at the first discharge from 
the bastion had announced the death of his four compan- 
ions. There was, therefore, both great astonishment and 
great joy in the regiment when they saw the young man 
returning safe and sound. 

D’Artagnan explained the sword-wound of his companion 
by a sortie, which he invented. He recounted the death of 
the other soldier and the perils they had run. This account 
was the occasion of a genuine triumph. For one day the 
whole army spoke of this expedition, and his royal highness 
himself sent to compliment our musketeer upon his gallant 
conduct. 

And lastly, as every good action brings its recompense 
with it, that of D’Artagnan had the happy result of restor- 
ing to him the tranquillity that he had lost. In fact, the 
young man thought that he might cease to be disturbed, 
since of his two enemies, one was killed and the other 
devoted to his interests. 

This tranquillity, however, proved one thing —that D’Ar-, 
tagnan did not yet thoroughly know Milady. 


" 
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CHAPTER XLII. 


THE WINE OF ANJOU. 


Arter almost hopeless accounts of the king, the report of 
his recovery began to spread through the camp; and as he 
was in great haste to reach the siege in person it was said 
that he would set out as soon as he could mount his horse. 

In the meantime his royal highness — who knew that he 
would soon be superseded, either by the Duc d’Angouléme 
or by Bassompierre or by Schomberg, who were disputing 
with one another for the command — did but little, lost his 
time in petty attacks and dared not hazard any great enter- 
prise to drive the English from the Isle of Ré, where they 
besieged the citadel of St. Martin and the Fort de la Prée; 
whilst the French on their side were besieging La Rochelle. 

D’ Artagnan, as we have said, had become now easy in his 
mind, as always happens after a danger past, when danger 
seems to have entirely vanished. 

Yet one anxiety still remained to him, which was, that he 
received no tidings of his friends. 

But one morning explanation reached him in the shape of 
the following letter, dated from Villeroi: 


‘M. p’ARTAGNAN, — Messieurs Athos, Porthos, and 
Aramis, after having had a capital dinner party at my house 
and enjoyed themselves very much, made so great a noise that 
the provost of the castle, who is a strict disciplinarian, put 
them in confinement fora few days. I must, nevertheless, 
execute the orders that they gave me, to send you a dozen 
bottles of my Anjou wine, which they greatly admired. 
They hope that you will drink to their healths in their 
own favorite wine. 
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“T have done this, and am, sir, with great respect, your 
most obedient, humble servant, GopEAU, 
“The host of Messieurs the Musketeers.” 


“Good!” exclaimed D’Artagnan, “they think of me 
amidst their pleasures, as I have thought of them in my 
weariness. Sure enough I will drink to them, and with all 
my heart, too, but not alone.” 

And ))’Artagnan hastened to the quarters of the two 
guards with whom he had become more intimate than with 
any of the others, to invite them to come and drink some of 
the delicious wine of Anjou, which had just arrived from 
Villeroi. 

One of the two guards was to be on duty in the evening, 
and the other on the morrow; so the meeting was arranged 
for the day after. 

D’Artagnan sent his dozen of wine to the mess-room of 
the guards, desiring to have it kept with care, and on the 
day of the entertainment, as the dinner was fixed for twelve 
o’clock, he sent Planchet at nine to get everything prepared. 

Planchet, elated at this exaltation to the dignity of butler, 
determined to perform his duties hke an intelligent man. 
To effect this he called in the aid of the valet of one of his 
master’s guests, by name Fourneau, and also that of the pre- 
tended soldier who had sought to slay our hero and who, 
belonging to no regiment, had, since the Gascon spared his 
life, entered ‘nto D’Artagnan’s service, or rather, into 
Planchet’s. 

The appointed dinner hour being come, the two guests 
arrived and took their places and the dishes were arranged 
upon the table. Planchet waited, with a napkin on his 
arm; Fourneau uncorked the bottles, and Brisemont, for 
that was the convalescent’s name, decanted the wine, which 
seemed to have been somewhat disturbed by the shaking of 
the journey. The first bottle being slightly thick toward 
the bottom, Brisemont poured the last of it into a wine-glass 
and D’Artagnan permitted him to drink it, for the poor 
wretch was still very weak. 
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The guests, having finished their soup, were just carrying 
the first glass of wine to their lips, when suddenly the can- 
non sounded from Fort Louis and l’ort Neuf. The guards, 
thinking there was some unexpected attack, either from the 
besieged or from the English, immediately seized their 
swords; D’Artagnan did the same and the three hastened 
out toward their posts. 

But scarcely were they out of the mess-room before they 
found the reason of this great noise. Cries of “ Long live 
the king!” “ Long live the cardinal!” re-echoed on every 
side and drums were beating in all directions. 

In fact, the king, in his impatience, had taken sweh 
measures that he had at that moment arrived with a rein- 
forcement of ten thousand men. His musketeers preceded 
and followed him. D’Artagnan, placed in line with his 
company, with an expressive gesture saluted his friends and 
M. de Treville, who recognized him immediately. 

The ceremony of reception being ended, the four friends 
were soon united. 

“Head!” exclaimed D’Artagnan, “you could not have 
arrived in better time; the dinner will not have had even time 
to get cold. Isitnot so, gentlemen ?” added the young man, 
turning to the two guards, whom he presented to his friends. 

“Ah! ah!” said Porthos, “it appears that you were 
feasting.” 

“T hope,” said Aramis, “that there are no ladies at your 
dinner.” 

“Ts there anything that 1s drinkable in this paltry place ? ” 
said Athos. 

“Why, zounds! there is your own wine, my dear friend,” 
auswered D’ Artagnan. 

“ Our wine ?” said Athos, in astonishment. 

“ Yes, that which you sent me.” 

‘Wine that we sent you?” 

“ Yes, you know very well —that wine from the hills of 
Anjou.” 

“T know that wine you are talking of ‘i 
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3? 





‘ Your favorite wine 

« Ay, when | have neither champagne nor chambertin.” 

“Well, in the absence of champagne and chambertin, you 
must be content with that.” 

‘And so we, high-livers as we are, have sent you some 
wine, have we?” said Porthos. 

“No, but it is the wine which was sent me by your 
orders.” 

‘“ By our orders ?” said the musketeers. 

“Did you send the wine, Aramis ?” inquired Athos. 

“No; did you, Porthos ?” 

“No; did you, Athos ? ” 

No” 

“Tf it was not you,” said D’Artagnan, “it was your 
host.” 

“Our host?” 

«Ves, your host — Godeau, at Villeroi.”’ 

“ Faith, let come from whom it may, no matter!” said 
Porthos. “ Let us taste it, and if good, let us drink it.” 

“No,” said Athos, “let us a drink wine without in the 
least knowing whence it comes.’ 

“You are right, Athos,” said arene ‘ Did none of 
you direct the host, Godeau, to send me the wine?” 

“No; and yet he sent you some in our names?” 

“ Here is the letter,” said D’Artagnan, and he presented 
the letter to his companions. 

“Tt is not ..is writing,” said Athos; “I know it, for it 
was I who, before we left, settled our joint account.” 

“ A forged letter!” said Porthos, indignantly; “ we have 
not been in prison.” 

‘TD’ Artagnan,” said Aramis, in a tone of reproach, “ how 
could you believe that we had become obstreperous ? ” 

D’Artagnan grew suddenly pale and a convulsive trem- 
bling shook his limbs. 

“You frighten me,’ said Athos; “what can have 
occurred ? ” 

“Let us run, my friends, let us run,” said D’Artagnan ; 
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‘'g horrible suspicion comes across my mind. Can this, too, 
be another of that woman’s acts of vengeance?” 

It was now Athos who, in his turn, grew pale. 

D’Artagnan sprang toward the mess-room, followed by 
the three musketeers and the two guards. 

The first object which struck D’Artagnan’s sight on enter- 
ing the room was Brisemont, extended on the floor, writhing 
in horrible convulsions. Planchet and Fourneau, looking as 
pale as corpses, were endeavoring to assist him, but it was 
evident all aid was useless; the features of the dying man 
were contracted from agony. 

“ Ah!” cried he, when he perceived D’Artagnan, “you 
pretended to forgive and now you poison me!” 

“T, wretched man, I!” exclaimed the young man, “ what 
can you mean?” 

“T say that it is you who gave me the wine and it is you 
who told me to drink it. You wanted to take your revenge 
—oh, it is too dreadful!” 

“Do not think so, Brisemont,” said D’Artagnan, “for I 
swear ‘i 

“Oh! but God is there — God will punish you! My God! 
may you one day suffer what I suffer now!” 

“Upon the gospel,” cried D’Artagnan, rushing toward 
the dying man, “I swear that I knew not that this wine 
was poisoned, and that I was about to drink it as well as 
yourself.” 

“T do not believe you!” exclaimed the soldier, and he 
expired in terrific tortures. 

‘Horrible! horrible!” muttered Athos, whilst Porthos 
broke the bottles and Aramis—rather late, it must be 
confessed — sent off for a confessor. 

“Oh, my friends,” said D’Artagnan, “ you have once more 
saved my life, and not mine only, but the lives of these 
gentlemen also. Gentlemen,” continued he, addressing 
the guards, ‘may I request your silence concerning this 
adventure? Persons of high condition may be implicated 
in what you have now seen and the misery of it all would 
fall upon us.” 
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«Ah, sir!” stammered out Planchet, more dead than 
alive; “ah, sir, what a narrow escape I have had!” 

“What, you rascal!” cried D’Artagnan, “were you going 
to drink my wine?” 

“To the king’s health, sir; I was going to drink one little 
glass if Fourneau had not said that some one called me.” 

“ Alas!” gaid Fourneau, whose teeth were chattering 
with fright, “I wanted to get rid of him that I might drink 
some myself.” 

“Gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, addressing the guards, 
“you must be sensible that our entertainment would be but 
a melancholy affair after what has passed. I beseech you, 
therefore, to recelve my excuses and let us postpone it till 
some other day.” 

The two guards courteously accepted these apologies, and 
understanding that the four friends wished to be alone, they 
took their leave. 

When the young guard and the three musketeers were by 
themselves they looked at one another for an instant in a 
way that proved how well they understood the seriousness 
of their situation. 

“ First,” said Athos, “let us leave this room; a dead man 
is but sorry company.” 

“ Planchet,” said D’Artagnan, “I recommend you to look - 
to the body of this poor devil and see that it is buried in 
consecrated ground. He committed an awful crime it is 
true, but he hal repented of it.” 

Having intrusted the funeral rites of Brisemont to Plan- 
chet and Fourneau, the four friends quitted the room. 

The host gave them another chamber and furnished them 
with eggs, while Athos himself fetched water for them from 
the fountain. Aramis and Porthos were in a few words 
informed of all that had occurred. 

“Well!” said D’Artagnan to Athos, “you see, my dear 
friend, it is war to the death! ” 

Athos shook his head. “ Yes, yes,” said he, “I see it well 
enough; but are you sure that it is she?” 
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“T am quite sure,” 

“ Nevertheless, I confess that I have still some doubts.” 

But that fleur-de-lis upon the shoulder ?” 

“Tt is an Englishwoman who has committed some crime 
in France and has been branded in consequence.” 

« Athos, it is your wife, I tell you,” repeated D’Artagnan. 
"Do you not remember how the two marks agree ? ” 

“And yet I should have thought that she was dead, I so 
completely hanged her!” 

It was D’Artagnan who shook his head this time. 

“But after all, what is to be done?” said the young 
man. 7 

“The fact is, that it is impossible to remain in this 
manner, with a sword always suspended over one’s head,” 
replied Athos; “and you must get free from such a situa- 
tion.” 

“ But how?” 

“Listen: try to find her ina to come to some understand- 
ing with her. Say to her,—‘ Peace or war? On the honor 
of a gentleman I will never say one word or take one step 
to injure you. On your part give me a solemn oath to 
remain neutral with respect to me. If not, I will go to the 
chancellor, to the king and to the executioner; I will excite 
the court against you and will declare you branded; I will 
cause you to be tried; and, if you are acquitted — well, 
then, on the word of a gentleman, I will kill you myself, as 
T would a mad dog.’” 

“T like this plan well enough,” said D’Artagnan; “but 
how am I to find her ?” 

‘Time, my dear friend, time brings opportunity ; oppor- 
tunity is man’s special providence. The more a man has 
embarked, the more he gains, when he knows how to wait.” 

“Yes, but to wait, surrounded by assassins and poi- 
souers.” 

“Bah!” said Athos; ‘‘God has preserved you hitherto 
and He will, probably, condescend to preserve you still.” 

“Yes. Besides, we are men, and, after all, it is our busi 
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ness to risk our lives; but she?” added D’Artagnan, in a 
low voice. 

“ And who is she?” asked Athos. 

Constance.” 

"Madame Bonancieux? Ah! it is true,” said Athos. 
“ Poor fellow! I forgot you were in love.” 

“Well,” said Aramis, “but did you not see by the very 
letter that you found on the wretch who was killed that 
she was inaconvent? One is quite safe in a convent; and 
as soon as the siege of La Rochelle is ended, I promise you, 
on my part ée 

“Good!” said Athos, “good! Yes, my dear Aramis, we 
know that your views all tend toward religion.” 

“Tam only a musketeer in the meantime,” sald Aramis, 
meekly. 

“Tt would seem that he has not heard from his mistress 
for a long while,” said Athos, in a whisper, to D’Artagnan ; 
“but don’t say anything — we are certain of it.” 

“Well,” said Porthos, “it seems to me there is a very 
simple way.” 

“ And what is that ?”? demanded D’Artagnan. 

“ She is in a convent, you say ?” continued Porthos. 

“Yes.” 

‘Well, as soon as the siege 1s raised, we will get her out 
of this convent.” 

« But first we must know what convent she is in.” 

« Ah, that is true,” said Porthos. 

“But do you not say, my dear D’Artagnan,” said Athos, 
“that it is the queen who chose this convent for her? ” 

“Yes. I believe so, at least.” 

“Well, then, Porthos will help us in that case.” 

‘“‘ How so, pray ?” 

“Why, through your marchioness, or duchess, or prin- 
cess; she ought to have a long arm.” 

“Hush!” said Porthos, putting his fingers on his lips; “I 
fancy she is a cardinalist, and she must know nothing 
about it.” 
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“Then,” said Aramis, “JZ will undertake to get some 
intelligence of her.” 

“You, Aramis?” exclaimed the three friends; “you — 
and how so?” 

“Through the queen’s almoner, with whom I am inti- 
mate,” answered Aramis, blushing. 

On this assurance the four friends, who had ended their 
simple repast, separated, with the promise of meeting again 
the same evening. D’Artagnan returned to the Minimes 
and the three musketeers went to the king’s quarters, 
where they had still to provide themselves with lodgings. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 


AT THE SIGN OF THE RED DOVE-COTE. 


AuLMosT as soon as he had reached the camp, the king — 
who was in great haste to confront the enemy, and who 
participated in the cardinal’s hatred of Buckingham — 
wished to complete the preparations, first for driving the 
English from the Isle of Ré, and then for pressing on the 
siege of La Rochelle. But in spite of all his efforts he was 
retarded by the dissensions which broke out between De 
Bassompierre and Schomberg against the Duke of Angou- 
léme. 

Schomberg and De Bassompierre were marshals of France 
and insisted on their right to command the army under the 
superintendence of the king; but the cardinal, apprehensive 
that Bassompierre, who was a Huguenot at heart, might 
fight but feebly against the English and the Rochellais, who 
were his brethren in faith, supported the Duke of Angou- 
léme, whom the king had, at his instigation, already made 
lieutenant-general. The result was that, with the alterna- 
tive of seeing Schomberg and De Bassompierre desert the 
army, they were compelled to give each a separate command. 
Bassompierre took his station to the north of the city, from 
La Leu to Dompierre; the Duke of Angouléme took his to 
the east, from Dompierre to Perigny; and Schomberg to 
the south, from Perigny to Angoutin. 

His royal highness fixed his quarters at Dompierre; the 
king was sometimes at Estre and sometimes at La Jarrie; 
and the cardinal established himself at a simple house with- 
out any intrenchment, at Pont de la Pierre, upon the downs. 

Thus his royal highness overlooked Bassompierre; the 
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king, the Duke of Angouléme; and the cardinal, M. de 
Schomberg. 

As soon as this arrangement had been established they 
occupied themselves in driving the English from the Island. 

The conjuncture was admirable. The English—who, above 
all things, required to be well fed in order to prove good 
soldiers — getting now nothing but salted provisions and 
weevilly biscuits, had many invalids in their camp; and, 
moreover, the sea, which was at that season of the year 
highly dangerous on all the western coast, was every day 
disastrous to some small vessel or other, and the shore, from 
the point of L’Aiguillon to the trenches, was literally 
strewed at every tide with the wrecks of pinnaces, cutters 
and feluccas. The result was that, should the king’s troops 
even keep within their camp, Buckingham, who only 
remained in the Isle of Ré from obstinacy, would be sooner 
or later forced to run the gauntlet. 

But as M. de Toirac announced that everything was pre- 
paring in the enemy’s camp for a new assault, the king 
concluded on adopting final measures and issued the neces- 
sary orders for a decisive affair. 

Our intention being not to make a journal of the siege, 
but merely to record those events in it which bear upon this 
history, we shall be contented with stating that the enter- 
prise succeeded, to the great satisfaction of the king and the 
great glory of the cardinal. The English, beaten back foot 
by foot, vanquished in every encounter, decimated in their 
passage from the Isle, were compelled to re-embark, leaving 
on the field of battle two thousand men, amongst whom 
were five colonels, three lieutenant-colonels, two hundred 
and fifty captains, and twenty gentlemen of quality, as well 
as four pieces of cannon and sixty flags, which were conveyed 
to Paris by Claude de Saint Simon and floated with great 
pomp from the arched roof of Notre Dame. 

Te Deums were sung in the camp and soon spread them- 
selves from thence throughout.the whole of France. 

The cardinal was thus at liberty to carry on the siege, 


126 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


without having, at least for the time being, any reason to 
be apprehensive of the English. 

But, as we have just hinted, the security was only 
momentary. An envoy of the Duke of Buckingham, whose 
name was Montague, having been seized, they found upon 
him proofs of a league between the Empire, Spain, England 
and Lorraine. This league was formed against France. 

Still further, in Buckingham’s quarters, which he had 
been forced to abandon precipitately, there had been found 
papers confirming — as the cardinal declares in his memoirs 
—the existence of this league and compromising greatly 
Madame de Chevreuse and, consequently, the queen. 

It was upon the cardinal that all the responsibility 
rested, for a man can never be an absolute minister with- 
out being responsible. On this account all the resources of 
his vast genius were exerted by night and day and strained 
to comprehend the slightest movement that occurred in the 
great realms of Europe. | 

The cardinal was well aware of the activity and, above 
all, of the animosity of Buckingham. If the league which 
threatened France should triumph, all his influence was 
lost. The policies of Spain and Austria would have each 
its representatives in the cabinet at the Louvre, where they 
had as yet only partisans. He, Richelieu, the French 
minister, the minister emphatically national, would be 
ruined; and the king, who, even whilst he was obeying him 
like a child, lisliked him as a child dislikes its master, 
would abandon him to the united vengeance of his royal 
highness and the queen. He would be ruined himself, and 
very likely France along with him; and these were disas- 
ters that he was bound to circumvent. 

On this account were seen couriers, becoming more 
numerous every instant, succeeding each other by night 
- and by day, at the small house on the Pont de la Pierre, in 
which the cardinal had fixed his quarters. 

There were monks who wore the habit so ill that it was 
easy to recognize them as belonging to the church militant; 
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women, a little awkward in their pages’ costume, the loose- 
ness of whose dresses did not entirely conceal their rounded 
forms; and countrymen, with blackened hands but fine 
limbs, who might be known for men of quality at the dis- 
tance of a league. 

Other visitors, too, there were, more dangerous, for it had 
been two or three times reported that the cardinal had nar- 
rowly escaped assassination. It is true that the enemies of 
his eminence declared that it was he himself who subsi- 
dized these unskilful assassins, so that he might on occa- 
sion have an ostensible right of retaliation; but we should 
believe altogether neither what ministers say nor what their 
elemies aver. 

Yet this did not prevent the cardinal, whose most violent 
detractors never called in question his personal courage, 
from making many nocturnal expeditions, sometimes to 
communicate important orders to the Duke of Angouléme, 
sometimes to hold council with the king, and at others to 
confer with some messenger whom he did not choose to 
have admitted at his own abode. 

The musketeers, on their part, not having much to occupy 
tlein in the siege, were not very strictly controlled and led 
a merry life. This was the more easy to our three com- 
pinions, inasmuch as, being friends of M. de Treville, they 
readily obtained from him special permissions to absent 
themselves, even after the hour of the evening drum. 

Now one night when D’ Artagnan, who was in the trenches, 
could not accompany them, Athos, Porthos and Aramis, 
mounted on their chargers, enveloped in their uniform 
cloaks, and with their hands on the butt-ends of their 
pistols, were returning together from a tavern which Athos 
had discovered two days before on the La Jarrie road and 
which was called the Red Dove-cote. They were proceeding 
on the road toward the camp, keeping a bright lookout for 
fear of an ambuscade, when, about a quarter of a league 
from the village of Boisnau, they thought they heard the 
sound of horses coming toward them. They immediately 
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halted, in close rank, and waited, keeping in the middle of 
the road. After a short time and just as the moon emerged 
from behind a cloud, they saw coming round the corner of 
the road two horsemen, who, upon perceiving them, halted 
also, appearing to deliberate whether they should advance 
or retreat. This hesitation excited the suspicion of our 
three friends, and Athos, advancing a few paces, cried out 
in his firm voice: 

‘Who goes there?” 

‘“ Who goes there, yourselves?” replied one of the horse- 
men. 

“That 1s no answer!” exclaimed Athos. ‘ Who goes 
there? Answer, or we charge.” 

“Take care what you are about, gentlemen,” said a 
sonorous voice, which appeared to be accustomed to com- 
mand. 

“Tt is some officer of rank who is making his night 
rounds,” said Athos, turning toward hiscompanions. ‘“ What 
will you do, gentlemen ? ” 

“Who are you?” said the same voice in the same com- 
manding tone. “Reply, or you may find yourselves in 
trouble for your disobedience.” 

“King’s musketeers!” answered Athos, more than ever 
convinced that he who questioned him had the right to 
do 50. 

“ Of what company ? ” 

“ Company cf Treville.” 

“ Advance and give an account of what you are doing here 
at this time of night.” 

The three companions advanced, with their ears a little 
drooping, for they were all now convinced that they had to 
deal with one more powerful than themselves. They left 
Athos to be their spokesman. 

One of the two horsemen — he who had spoken the sec- 
ond time — was about ten paces from his companion. Athos 
made a sign to Porthos and Aramis to remain in the same 
maaner in the rear, and advanced alone. 
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« Excuse us, sir,’ said Athos, “but we did not know who 
you were and you may see that we kepta good lookout.” 

“Your name?” said the officer, who covered part of his 
face with his cloak. 

“ But you, yourself, sir,’ said Athos, who began to be 
indignant at this questioning, “give me, I beg, some proof 
that you have the right thus to question me.” 

“Your name?” said the horseman a second time, letting 
his cloak fall so that his countenance might be seen. 

‘The cardinal!” cried the astounded musketeer. 

“Your name!” a third time repeated Itichelieu. 

Athos,” said he. 

The cardinal made a sign to his equerry, who approached 
him. 

‘ These three musketeers will follow us,” said he in a low 
voice; “1 do not wish it to be known that I have left the 
camp, and if they follow us we shall be certain that they 
will not tell any one.” 

‘We are gentlemen, my lord,” said Athos; “ask us for 
our words and do not be in doubt about us. Thank God, 
we know how to keep a secret.” 

The cardinal fixed his piercing eyes upon the bold speaker. 

‘You have a fine ear, M. Athos,” said the cardinal, “ but 
listen to this: 1t 1s not through distrust that I request you 
to follow me, it is for my own security. Undoubtedly your 
two companions are Messieurs Porthos and Aramis ?” 

‘Yes, your eminence,” said Athos, whilst the two mus- 
keteers came forward, hat in hand. 

“T know you, gentlemen,” said the cardinal; “I know 
you; I am aware that you are not entirely my friends, and 
IT am sorry for it; but I know that you are brave and loyal 
gentlemen and that you may be safely trusted. M. Athos, 
do me the honor, therefore, to accompany me with your two 
friends, and then I shall have an escort which might excite 
the envy of his majesty, if we should meet him.” 

The three musketeers bowed to the very necks of their 
horses. 


130 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


“Well, then, upon my honor,” said Athos, ‘ your eminence 
is right to take us with you. We have met some fearful 
faces on the road and we even had a quarrel with four of 
them at the Red Dove-cote.” 

“ A quarrel! And on what account, gentlemen ?” said the 
cardinal. ‘Ido not lke squabbling, you know.” 

“That is exactly why I have the honor to warn your 
elminence of what has just happened, for you might hear it 
from others and from a false report might be induced to 
believe that we had been in fault.” 

“ And what were the results of this quarrel ?” demanded 
the cardinal, frowning. 

«Why, my friend Aramis, there, has received a slight 
wound in the arm, which, however, as your eminence may 
see, will not hinder him from mounting the assault to-morrow 
if your eminence commands the attack.” 

‘ But you are not the kind of men to take wounds in that. 
way,” said the cardinal. “Come, be frank, gentlemen: you 
certainly gave some in return; confess yourselves ; you know 
that I have the right to give absolution.” 

“J, my lord,” said Athos, “did not even draw my sword, 
but I took him with whom I was engaged up in my arms 
and threw him out of the window; and,” continued Athos, 
with some slight hesitation, “I fancy that in falling he 
broke his leg.” 

“ Ah, ah!” said the cardinal ; “and you, M. Porthos ?” 

“T, my lord, knowing that dueling is forbidden, seized a 
bench and gave one of those brigands a blow which I 
imagine broke his arm.” 

‘Very good,” said the cardinal; ‘‘and you, M. Aramis ?” 

“T, my lord, as I am naturally very gentle, and am, 
besides, a3 your eminence perhaps does not know, on the 
point of taking orders, I wanted to lead away my com- 
panions, when one of these wretches treacherously stabbed 
me through the left arm; my patience then failed me, I 
drew my sword in turn, and as he returned to the charge I 
almost think I felt, as he threw himself upon me, that the 
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weapon passed through his body. I only know that he fell 
and was carried away with his two companions.” 

“ The deuce, gentlemen!” said the cardinal; “three men 
disabled in a tavern quarrel! You have pretty active 
hands. But, by the way, what was the the cause of the 
quarrel ? ” 

‘ These wretches were drunk,” said Athos, “and knowing 
that a lady had arrived at the tavern that evening, they 
wanted to force her door.” 

“And was this woman young and pretty ?” demanded 
the cardinal, with some anxiety. 

“ We did not see her, my lord,” replied Athos. 

“You did not see her? Ah! very good!” briskly replied 
the cardinal; “you did right to defend the honor of a 
woman, and as 1am myself going down to the Red Dove- 
cote, I shall find out whether you have told me the truth.” 

“My lord,” proudly replied Athos, “we are gentlemen 
and would not tell a lie to save our lives.” 

“Nor do I doubt what you have told me, M. Athos —I 
do not doubt it for one moment; but,” added he, to change 
the conversation, “ was this lady alone ?” 

“The lady had a cavalier shut up with her, but as he did 
not show himself, in spite of the noise, it 1s to be presumed 
that he is a coward.” 

“¢ Judge not rashly,’ says the gospel,” replied the cardinal. 

Athos bowed. 

‘And now, gentlemen,” said Richelieu, “I know what J 
wanted; follow me.” 

The three musketeers fell behind the cardinal, who again 
covered his face with his cloak and went forward, keeping 
himself eight or ten paces before his companions. 

They soon arrived at the silent, solitary tavern. The 
landlord was unquestionably aware what an illustrious 
Visitor was expected and had packed off all troublesome 
persons. 

Ten paces before he reached the door the cardinal made 
a sign to his equerry and to the three musketeers to halt. 
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A ready saddled horse was fastened to the shutter. The 
cardinal knocked three times in a peculiar manner. 

A man enveloped in a cloak came out directly and 
quickly exchanged a few words with the cardinal, after 
which he mounted the horse and went off toward Surgéres, 
which was also the road to Paris. 

“Come forward, gentlemen,” said the cardinal. “TI find 
that you have told me the truth, and it will not be my fault 
if our meeting this evening should not turn out to your 
advantage. In the meantime, follow me.” 

Richelieu dismounted and the three musketeers did the 
same, The cardinal cast his bridle over the arm of his 
equerry and the musketeers fastened theirs to the shutters. 
The landlord stood on the step of his door; to him the 
cardinal was only an officer coming to visit a lady. 

“ Have you any chamber on the ground floor where these 
gentlemen may wait for me, by a good fire?” inquired the 
cardinal. 

The landlord opened the door of a large room, where a 
sorry, Closed iron stove had Bee been replaced by a large 
and excellent chimney. 

“ How is this?” replied he. 

“That will do very well,” said the cardinal. “ Enter, 
gentlemen, and be pleased to wait for me here; I shall not 
be more than half an hour.” 

And whilst the three musketeers entered the chamber on 
the ground floor, the cardinal, without requiring any direc- 
tion, ascended the stairs like a man who has no need to be 


told the way. 


THE UTILITY OF STOVE FUNNELS. 133 


CHAPTER XLIV. 


THE UTILITY OF STOVE FUNNELS. 


Iv was evident that, without knowing it, and moved solely 
by their chivalrous and adventurous character, cur three 
friends had rendered a service to some one whoin the cardi- 
nal honored with his own special protection. 

But who was that some one? ‘This was the question 
which our three musketeers first asked themselves. Find- 
ing that none of the replies which their intelligence sug- 
gested were satisfactory, Porthos called the landlord and 
asked him for some dice. 

Porthos and Aramis placed themselves at a table and 
began to play, whilst Athos walked up and down the room 
in deep thought. 

As he walked and meditated he passed and repassed 
before the funnel of the former stove, which had been half 
broken off and the other end of which led into the apart- 
ment above. Each time that he passed he heard the 
murmur of speech, which at last attracted his attention. 
Athos approached and distinguished some words which cer- 
tainly appeared to deserve so much attention that he made 
signs to his two companions to be still, and remained with 
his ear bent down to the lower opening of the funnel. 

“Tisten, Milady,” said the cardinal. ‘The business 1s 
important. Sit down and let us talk about it.” 

“Milady!” muttered Athos, 

“Tam listening to your eminence with the greatest atten- 
tion,” replied a voice which made him start. 

“ A small vessel, with an English crew, whose captain is 
devoted to me, awaits you at the mouth of the Charente, at 
the Fort de la Pointe; it will sail to-morrow morning.” 
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“TI must set out to-night then ?” 

“Directly ; that is to say, a3 soon as you have received 
my instructions. Two men, whom you will find at the door 
when you go out, will escort you. You will let me go first, 
and then, half an hour after, you will depart yourself.” 

‘Yes, my lord. Now let us return to the commission 
with which you are pleased to charge me; and as I am 
anxious to continue to deserve your confidence, begin to 
explain it, in clear and precise terms, so that I may not 
make any mistake.” 

There was a moment of profound silence between the 
two interlocutors. It was evident that the cardinal was 
weighing the expressions he was about to use and that the 
lady was collecting all her intellectual faculties to under- 
stand what he was going to say and to engrave it on her 
memory when it was said. 

Athos took advantage of this moment to tell his two com- 
panions to fasten the door inside and to beckon them to 
come and listen with him. The two musketeers, who loved 
their ease, brought a chair for each of themselves and one 
for Athos. They all three seated themselves, with their 
heads close together and their ears wide open. 

“You are going to London,” resumed the cardinal; “on 
your arrival there you will seek out Buckingham.” 

“I would observe to your eminence,” said her ladyship, 
‘that since the affair of the diamond studs, in which the 
duke has always suspected me, his grace mistrusts ne more 
than ever.” 

“But you have no occasion, this time,” said the cardinal, 
“to gain his confidence; you are to present yourself frankly 
and loyally, as a negotiatress.” 

“Frankly and loyally!” repeated the lady, with an inde- 
scribable expression of duplicity. 

“Yes, frankly and loyally,” replied the cardinal, in the 
same tone ; “all this business must be transacted openly.” 

“T will follow your eminence’s instructions to the very 
letter and I wait for you to give them.” 
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“You will go to Buckingham from me and you will tell 
him that I am aware of all the preparations he is making, 
but that I do not much disquiet myself about them, seeing 
that, at the very first step he ventures on, [ will ruin the 
queen.” | 

“ Will he believe that your eminence is in a condition to 
execute your threats ? ” 

‘Yes, for I am in possession of proofs.” 

“Tt will be necessary for me to be able to submit these 
proofs for his examination.” 

“Certainly ; you will say to him, first, that I will publish 
the report of Bois-Robert and of the Marquis de Beautru, 
concerning the interview which the duke had with the 
queen on the evening that the constable’s lady gave a 
masked ball; and you will add, in order to leave him no 
room for doubt, that he cume in the costume of the Great 
Mogul, which was to have been worn by the Duke of Guise 
and which he bought of this latter for the sum of three 
thousand pistoles.” 

“Good, my lord!” 

“ All the details of his entry in the Louvre, where he 
introduced himself in the character of an Italian fortune- 
teller, and of his leaving in the middle of the night, are 
known to me; and you will tell him, in order that he may 
again be assured of the accuracy of my information, that he 
had under his cloak a large white robe, thickly covered with 
tears and deaths’ heads and cross-bones, in which, in case of 
surprise, he was to personate the phantom of the White 
Lady, who, as is well known, revisits the Louvre whenever 
any great event is about to be accomplished.” 

‘Ts that all, my lord ?” 

“Tell him that I knowall particulars of the adventure at 
Amiens and that I shall make a little wittily turned romance 
of it, with a plan of the garden and the portraits of the prin- 
cipal actors in that nocturnal scene.” 

“TJ will tell him this.” 

“Tell him, also, that I have Montague in the Bastile; it 
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is true we found no letter on him, but the torture may make 
him tell all he knows, —and even a little more.” 

“ Admirable!” 

“And lastly, add that his grace, in his hurry to leave the 
Isle of Ré, forgot to put in his pocket a certain letter of 
Madame de Chevreuse, which strangely compromises the 
queen, inasmuch as it proves not only that her majesty is 
capable of loving the enemies of the king, but also that she 
is actually conspiring with the enemies of France. You now 
thoroughly comprehend all that I have told you, do you 
not ?” 

“Your eminence shall judge — the high constable’s lady’s 
ball, the night at the Louvre, the evening at Amiens, the 
arrest of Montague, and the letter of Madame de Che- 
vreuse.” 

“That is right, my lady, that is right; you have an excel- 
lent memory.” 

“But,” resumed she to whom the cardinal had just 
addressed this compliment, ‘if in spite of all these reasons 
the duke should not yield,and should continue to menace 
France ?” 

“ The duke is in love like a madman or, rather, like an 
idiot,” replied Richelieu, with intense bitterness. ‘ Like the 
Paladins of old, he has only undertaken this war to obtain a 
glance from his mistress’s eyes. If he knows that the war 
will cost the lady of his love her honor and perhaps her 
liberty, I promise you that he will look twice before he gives 
his answer.” 

“But,” said the lady, with a perseverance which proved 
that she was determined to understand all that was included 
in the mission she was about to undertake, “ but still, if he 
should persist ? ” 

“Tf he persists?” said the cardinal; “but it is not 


probable.” 
“ It 1s possible,” rejoined the lady. 
“If he persists ” His eminence paused, and then 





continued: “If he persists — well, I must put my hope in 
one of those events which change the fortunes of states,” 
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‘Tf your eminence would cite to me some of those histor- 
ical events,” said her ladyship, “ I might possibly participate 
in your confidence coucerning the future.” 

“ Well, look, for example,” said Richelieu; ‘when, for a 
cause very similar to that which now actuates the duke, his 
Majesty Henry IV., of glorious memory, went in 1610 to 
invade at the same time both Ilanders and Italy, in order 
that he might assail Austria on both sides, did not an event 
occur which saved Austria? Is not the king of France 
entitled to the same good fortune as the emperor?” 

“ Your eminence alludes to the assassin’s knife in the Rue 
de la Feronniere ? ” 

“ Exactly so,” said the cardinal. 

“Ts your eminence not afraid that the fate of Ravaillac 
would deter those who might be for an instant tempted to 
imitate his example ? ” 

‘Tn all times and all countries, especially in those coun- 
tries which are divided in religious faith, there are always 
religious fanatics who would be well contented to be looked 
upon as martyrs. And here, at this very moment, it occurs 
to me that the Puritans are furious against the Duke of 
Buckingham and that their preachers speak of him as the 
Antichrist.” 

“Well?” inquired her ladyship. 

“Well,” continued the cardinal, in a careless tone, “it 
would be only necessary, for instance, to find some young, 
beautiful and clever woman who wanted to take revenge 
upon the duke. Such a woman may be found. The duke 
has been a favored lover, and, if he has sown much affection 
by his promises of deathless constancy, he has also sown 
much hatred by his eternal infidelities.” 

‘ Unquestionably,” remarked her ladyship, coldly, “ such 
a woman may be found.” 

“Well, such a woman would, by putting the knife of 
Clement or of Ravaillac into the hands of an assassin, save | 
France.” 

‘Yes, but she would be an accomplice in assassination,” 
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“Have the accomplices of Ravaillac or of Jacques 
Clement ever been discovered ?” 

“No, for they stood, perhaps, too high in the world for 
any one to dare to seek them where they really were. It is 
not for everybody, my lord, that a Palace of Justice would 
be burnt down.” 7 

“ What, do you not believe, then, that the burning of the 
palace was an accident?” asked Richelieu, in the very tone 
with which he would have asked the most unimportant 
question. | 

“T, my lord,” replied her ladyship, ‘I have no belief 
about it. I cite a fact, nothing more. Only, I would say, 
that if I were called Mademoiselle de Montpensier, or the 
Queen Marie de Medicis, I should take fewer precautions 
than I do as simple Lady de Winter.” 

“That is strictly logical,” said Richelieu; “what is it, 
then, you require ?” 

“TY require an order ratifying beforehand whatever I may 
think it necessary to do for the prosperity of France.” 

“But we must first find the woman I alluded to who 
craves revenge upon the duke.” 

“ She is found,” said the lady. 

‘Then we must find the wretched fanatic who will serve 
as the instrument of God’s judgment,” 

“ He shall be found!” 

“Well,” said the cardinal, “it will then be time enough 
to solicit the order that you have just asked for.” 

“ Your eminence is right,” resumed her ladyship, “and I 
was to blame for seeing in the mission with which you 
honor me anything beyond what it in truth embraces — 
that is, to announce to his grace, in your eminence’s name, 
that you are aware of the different disguises under which 
he contrived to approach the queen at the entertainment 
given by the constable’s lady; that you have proofs of the 
interview which the queen granted at the Louvre to a cer- 
tain Jtalian astrologer, who was no other than the Duke of 
Buckingham; that you have given directions for a witty 
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little romance to be written concerning the adventure at 
Amiens, with a plan of the garden in which it was enacted 
and portraits of the actors who took part in it; that Mon- 
tague is in the Bastile and that the torture will maxe him 
tell all that he remembers and even much that he does not 
remember; and finally, that you possess a certain letter 
from Madame de Chevreuse, which was found in his grace’s 
quarters and which strangely compromises not only the 
ludy that wrote it, but also her in whose name it was 
written. But if he persists, in spite of these representi- 
tions, as this is the limit of my commission, it will only 
remain for me to pray to God to perform a miracle for the 
salvation of France. Tlius 1s my precise charge, is it not, 
my lord, and I have nothing further to perform ?” 

“Iixactly so,” said Richelieu, coldly. 

“And now,” continued her ladyship, without appearing 
to observe the altered manner of the cardinal toward her; 
“since I have received your eminence’s instructions with 
regard to your enemies, will your lordship permit me to say 
a few words concerning my own ?” 

“ You have enemies, then ?” said Richelieu. 

“Yes, my lord, enemies against whom you are bound to 
support me, since I made them in serving your eminence.” 

“ And who are they ?” demanded the cardinal. 

“There is, first, a little busybody of the name of Bonan- 
cicux.” 

“ She is in prison at Nantes.” 

“That is to say, she was there,” replied the lady; “but 
tle queen has managed to extract an order from the king, 
by the assistance of which she has been removed to a 
convent.” 

“'To a convent ?” said the cardinal. 

“Yes; a convent.” 

«And what convent ?” 

“T do not know; the secret has been well kept.” 

“T will find out, though!” 

“And your eminence will surely let me know in what 
convent this woman 1s?” 
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“T have no objection,” replied the cardinal. 

“Very well. Now I have another enemy, whom I fear 
far more than this little Madame Bonancieux.” 

‘ Who is that ?” 

“Her lover.” 

‘“ What is his name?” 

“Oh, your eminence knows him well!” exclaimed the 
lady, carried away by her anger; “it is the evil genius of 
both of us; it is he who, in an encounter with your emi- 
nence’s guards, decided the victory in favor of the king’s 
musketeers; it is he who gave three sword-wounds to De 
Wardes, your eminence’s emissary, and who rendered the 
promising affair of the diamond studs abortive; and lastly, 
it is he who, knowing that it was | who had deprived him 
of Madame Bonancieux, has sworn my death.” 

‘ Ah, ab!” said the cardinal, “I know who you mean.” 

Yes, I mean that wretch, D’Artagnan.” 

‘ He is a bold fellow,” said the cardinal. . 

«And it is exactly because he is a bold fellow that he is 
the more to be feared.” 

“We ought first,” said the cardinal, “ to have some proof 
of his connection with the duke.” 

“A proof!” exclaimed the lady, “I will have a dozen.” 

‘Well, then, let me have that proof and it is the simplest 
thing in the world —I will clap him in the Bastile.” 

“Very well, my lord; and afterwards ?” 

“When a man }s in the Bastile there is no afterwards,” 
said the cardinal, in a hollow voice. ‘“ Ah, egad!” contin- 
ued he, “if it was as easy for me to get rid of my enemy as 
it ig to rid you of yours, and if it was against such people 
as these that you craved impunity ——” 

‘‘My lord,” said the lady, “boon for boon, life for life, 
man for man; give me the one and I will give you the 
other.” 

“T do not understand what you mean,” replied the car- 
dinal, “nor do I wish to do so; but I shall be glad to oblige 
you, and I see no objection to giving you the order you 
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demand as to such an insignificant creature as this; and 
the more willingly, as you tell me that this little D’Arta- 
gnan is a libertine, a duelist, and a traitor.” 

“A wretch, my lord! a wretch!” 

‘‘ Then give me a pen, ink and paper,” said the cardinal. 

‘ Here they are, my lord.” 

Very well.” 

There was a moment’s silence, which proved that the 
cardinal was occupied in thinking of the words in which 
the order should be written, or perhaps, in writing it. 
Athos, who had not lost one syllable of the conversation, 
took a hand of each of his companions and led them for 
safety to the other end of the room. 

“Well,” said Porthos, “what do you want and why do 
you not let us hear the end of the conversation ? ” 

“Hush!” said Athos in a whisper; “we have heard all 
that it was necessary for us to hear; besides, I do not 
hinder you from listening to the rest, but I must go.” 

“You must go,” said Porthos; “but if the cardinal should 
ask for you, what are we to say?” 

“You will not wait for him to ask. You will tell him 
beforehand that I am gone forward to clear the way, since, 
from certain words of our landlord’s, I have been led to 
suppose that the road is not quite safe. I will drop a word 
or two to the cardinal’s equerry. The rest concerns myself; 
do not be uneasy about it.” 

“ Be prudent, Athos,” said Aramis. 

“ Make yourself easy,” replied Athos; “you know that I 
am cool enough.” 

Porthos and Aramis returned again to their places near 
the funnel. As for Athos, he went out without any 4ais- 
guise, took his horse, which was fastened with those of his 
two friends to the shutter, convinced the equerry in four 
words of the necessity of an advance guard for their safe 
conduct home, looked with unusual care to the priming of 
his pistols, put his sword between his teeth and set off as a 
forlorn hope on the road that led toward the camp. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 


A CONJUGAL SCENE, 


As Athos had foreseen, it was not long before the cardinal 
came down. He opened the door of the room in which he 
had left the three musketeers and found Porthos and Aramis 
engaged in a most earnest game of dice. With a rapid 
glance he examined every corner of the room, and saw that 
one of the guards was missing. 

“ What has become of M. Athos ?” he asked. 

“My lord,” replied Porthos, ‘ he is gone forward on the 
lookout, as some remarks of our landlord’s led him to sus- 
pect that the road was not safe.” 

“ And what have you been doing, M. Porthos ? ”’ 

‘‘T have won five pistoles from Aramis.” 

« And can you now return with me?” 

“ Weare at your eminence’s command.” 

“ To horse, then, gentlemen, for it is getting late.” 

The equerry was at the door, holding the cardinal’s horse. 
Ata little distance two men and three horses were visible in 
the night; these w2re the individuals who were to conduct 
Milady to the Fort de la Pointe and to superintend her 
embarkation. 

The equerry confirmed what the two musketeers had 
already told the cardinal concerning Athos. Richelieu gave 
a sign of approbation and resumed his journey, taking the 
Bame precautions in returning as he had done in his advance. 

Let us leave him on his way to the camp, protected by 
the equerry and the two musketeers, and return to Athos. 

For a hundred yards he preserved the same pace. But 
once out of sight he pushed his horse to the right, made a 
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small circuit and returned to within twenty paces, where, 
concealed in a coppice, he awaited the passage of the little 
troop. Having recognized the laced hats of his compan- 
ions and the gold fringe of the cardinal’s cloak, he tarried 
till the party had turned the corner of the road, and having 
lost sight of them, he galloped up to the tavern and was 
admitted without any difficulty. 

The landlord knew him again. 

“My commanding officer,” said Athos, “has forgotten a 
communication of unportance he should have made to the 
lady on the first floor and has sent me to repair his forget- 
fulness.” 

“Go up,” said the landlord. “The lady is still in her 
chamber.” 

Athos availed himself of this permission and ascended 
the stairs with his lightest step; and when he had reached 
the landing-place he perceived, through the half-open door, 
the lady, who was tying on her hat. 

He entered the room and closed the door behind him. 

Enveloped in his cloak and with his hat drawn down 
upon his eyes, Athos stood upright before the door. 

On seeing this mysterious figure, mute and motionless as 
a statue, the lady was greatly alarmed. 

‘Who are you and what do you want?” exclaimed she. 

“Yes! itis indeed she,” muttered Athos. 

Letting his cloak fall and lifting up his hat, he advanced 
toward her ladyship. 

“Do you recognize me, madame ? ” said he. 

The lady took one step forward and then recoiled as 
though Athos had been an adder. 

“Come,” said Athos, “Ican see that you recognize me.” 

“ The Count de la Fere!” muttered her ladyship, growing 
deadly pale and drawing back till the wall impeded her 
retreat. 

“Yes, milady,’”’ replied Athos, ‘ The Count de la Fére in 
person, who returns expressly from the other world to have 
the pleasure of seeing you. Let us sit down, then, and con- 
verse, a8 the cardinal said.” 
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Impelled by unutterable terror, her ladyship sat down, 
without uttering a word. 

‘You are a demon let loose upon the earth,” said Athos. 
“Your power is great, I know; but you know, also, that 
with God’s assistance men have often overcome most ter- 
rible fiends. You have once before crossed my path. I 
thought I had crushed you, madame, but either I deceived 
myself or hell has given you new life.’’ 

At these words, which recalled fearful memories, the lady 
held down her head and groaned. 

“Yes, hell has given you new life,” resumed Athos; “has 
made you rich, has given you another name, has almost 
eudowed you with another face; but it has not expunged 
either the brand upon your body or the stains upon your 
soul.” 

The lady arose as if operated by a spring and her eyes 
darted lightning. Athos remained seated. 

“You thought me dead, did you?” he continued, “as I 
thought you dead; and the name of Athos has concealed 
the Count de la Fere, even as the name of Lady de Winter 
has concealed Anne de Breuil. Was it not thus we were 
called when your honored brother married us? Our posi- 
tion is truly strange,’ continued Athos, laughing; “ we have 
both of us only lived till now, because each thought the 
other dead; and remembrance is less burdensome than a 
reality, although a remembrance, even, is sometimes a vora- 
clous thing.” 

“ But, after all,” said the lady, in a hollow voice, “ what 
brings you here to me and what do you want with me?” 

“T want to tell you that although I have been invisible 
to you, I have not lost sight of you.” 

* You know what I have done?” 

“J can recite your actions day by day, from your entrance 
into the cardinal’s service until this present night.” 

A smile of incredulity passed across the ashy lips of Mi- 
lady. 

“Listen. It is you who cut the two diamond studs from 
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Buckingham’s shoulder; it is you who abducted Madame 
Lonancieux; it is you who, enamored of De Wardes and 
thinking to receive him, opened your door to M. d’Arta- 
gnan; it 1s you who, believing that De Wardes deceived 
you, wished to have him slain by his rival; it is you who, 
when this rival had discovered your disgraceful secret, 
sought to have him assassinated in his turn by two mur- 
derers whom you sent to dog him; it 1s you who, when you 
found bullets fail, sent poisoned wine, with a forged letter, 
to make your victim fancy that it was the present of his 
friends; and lastly it is you who, here in this very room, 
seated on the very chair where I now sit, have this moment 
made an engagement with Cardinal Richelieu to get the 
Duke of Buckingham assassinated, in exchange for his 
undertaking to allow you to assassinate M. d’Artagnan.” 

Her ladyship was livid. 

“ You must mdeed be Satan!” said she. 

“Perhaps so,” replied Athos; “but at all events mark 
this well: assassinate the Duke of Buckingham, or cause 
him to be assassinated — it is of no consequence to me, I 
know him not; and he is, besides, the enemy of France. 
But touch not one single hair of the head of D’Artagnan, 
who is my faithful friend, whom I love and will protect, or 
I swear to you, by my father’s head, that the crime which 
you have then committed or attempted to commit shall be 
indeed your last.” 

‘“M. d’Artagnan has cruelly insulted me,” said she, “and 
he must die.” 

“Indeed! And is it possible that you can be insulted, 
madame?” said Athos, with an inexpressibly scornful 
laugh. “ He has insulted you and he must die!” 

“He shall die!” repeated her ladyship; “she first and 
he afterward.” 

Athos felt his brain begin to reel. The sight of this 
creature, who had nothing of the woman in her nature, 
recalled most fearful recollections. He thought that one 
day, in a situation less perilous that that in which he now 
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stood, he had already sought to sacrifice her to his honor. 
His murderous desire came burning back upon him like an 
invading fever. He arose in his turn and put his hand to 
his belt, from which he drew a pistol, which he cocked. 

The lady, pale as a corpse, endeavored to cry out. Her 
frozen tongue could only utter a hoarse sound which had no 
resemblance to the human voice, but seemed rather the 
growl of some savage beast. Glued as it were against the 
gloomy tapestry, with her disheveled hair she looked like 
the appalling image of Terror. 

Athos slowly raised the pistol, stretched forth his arm 
until the weapon almost touched the lady’s forehead, and 
then, in a voice the more terrible as it had all the intense 
calmness of an inflexible resolution : 

“Madame,” said he, “you must immediately give me the 
paper which the cardinal wrote just now, or, on my soul, 
I will blow out your brains!” 

With any other man the lady might have had some doubt ; 
but she Anew Athos. Nevertheless, she remained motionless. 

‘You have one second to decide in,” continued he. 

The lady saw from the contraction of his brow that the 
shot was coming; she hastily put her hands to her bosom 
and drew forth a paper, which she handed to Athos. 

“Take it,” said she, “and may you be forevermore 
accursed.” 

Athos took the paper, replaced the pistol in his belt, went 
to the lamp to assure himself that he had the right one, 
unfolded it and read: 


“Tt 1s by my order and for the good of the state that the 
bearer of this did that which he has now done. 
‘ RICHELIEU.” 


x And now,” said Athos, resuming his cloak and replacing 
his hat upon his head, “and now that I have drawn your 
teeth, bite if you can!” 

He left the lady without even once looking behind him. 
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At the door he found the two men with the horse which 
they were leading. 

“ Gentlemen,” said he, “his lordship’s orders are, as you 
know, to conduct this lady without loss of time to the Fort 
de la Pointe and not to leave her until she is on board.” 

As these words exactly accorded with the order which 
they had received, they bowed their heads in token of assent. 

As for Athos, he sprang lightly into his saddle and went 
off at a gallop. Only instead of keeping to the road he 
went across the country, pushing his horse on very fast and 
halting from time to time to listen. 

In one of these halts he heard the sound of several horses 
on the road. He did not doubt that it was the cardinal and 
his escort. Taking immediately another direction forward 
and then rubbing his horse down with some broom and dry 
leaves, he placed himself in the middle of the road at no 
more than two hundred paces from the camp. 

“Who goes there?” cried he, when he heard the horse- 
men. 

‘Tt is our brave musketeer, I believe,” said the cardinal. 

“Yes, my lord,” replied Athos, “it is himself.” 

“M. Athos,” said Richelieu, “accept my best thanks for 
the care you have taken. Gentlemen, we have reached our 
destination. Take the gate to the left hand; the word for 
the night is, § Itoi et Ré ” 

As he said this the cardinal bowed to the three friends 
and turned to the right, followed by his equerry; for that 
night he slept in the camp. 

“ Well,” said Porthos and Aramis, as soon as the cardinal 
was out of hearing, “ well, he signed the paper that she 
asked for.” 

“T know it,” said Athos quietly, “for here it is.” 

The three friends did not exchange another word before 
they reached their quarters, excepting to give the word to 
the sentinels on guard. 

But they sent Musqueton to tell Planchet that his master 
was requested, on leaving the trenches, to come immediately 
to the musketeers’ quarters. 
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On the other hand, as Athos had foreseen, Milady, on 
finding the two men at the door, followed them without 
hesitation. She had for an instant an idea of seeking 
another interview with the cardinal and relating to him 
what had passed; but a revelation on her part would pro- 
duce one from Athos. She might say, indeed, that Athos 
had hanged her, but he would state that she was branded. 
So she thought it better to be silent, to depart discreetly, to 
accomplish with her accustomed ability the difficult com- 
mission which had been intrusted to her, and then, when 
these things were ended to the cardinal’s satisfaction, to 
return and claim her revenge. 

Consequently, having traveled all night, she was at Fort la 
Pointe by seven in the morning; at eight she was aboard 
and at nine the vessel weighed anchor and made sail for 
England, 
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CHAPTER XLVI 


THE BASTION OF ST. GERVAIS. 


On arriving at his friends’ quarters D’Artagnan found them 
assembled in the same room. Athos was thinking, Porthos 
was twisting his mustache, and Aramis was reading hig 
prayers in a charming little book, bound in blue velvet. 

“By my soul, gentlemen,” said he, “I hope that what 
you have to tell me is worth the trouble, otherwise I should 
not forgive your depriving me of rest after a night passed 
in dismantling a bastion entirely by myself. Ah, why 
were you not there, gentlemen? It was hot work!” 

“We were in another place, where it was by no means 
cold, either,” said Porthos, giving his mustache a turn 
peculiar to himself. 

“ Hush!” said Athos. 

“Oh, oh!” said D’Artagnan, understanding the slight 
frown of the musketeer, “it seems that there is something 
new stirring.” 

“ Aramis,” said Athos, “ you breakfasted at the Parpaillot 
tavern the day before yesterday, 1 believe.” 

66 Yes,” 

« How are things there ?” 

“Why,I fared but poorly myself; it was a fast day, and 
they had only eggs.” 

“ What,” said Athos, “in a seaport, and no fish ?” 

“They say that the dyke which the cardinal is digging 
drives the fish out into the open sea,” said Aramis, resuming 
his pious reading. | 

‘« But that is not what I wanted to know, Aramis,” con- 
tinued Athos, “ Were you free, and did no one disturb 
you?” 
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“Why, I think that there were not manyidlers,” replied 
Aramis. “ Yes, in fact, for what you want, Athos, I think 
we shall do well enough at the Parpaillot.” 

‘‘Come, then, let us to the Parpaillot,” said Athos, “for 
here the walls are like sheets of paper.” 

D’ Artagnan, who was accustomed to his friend’s manner 
and understood by a word, a gesture, or a look from him, 
that circumstances called for seriousness, took his arm and 
went out with him without uttering a word. Porthos fol- 
lowed them, in conversation with Aramis. 

On their way they met Grimaud and Athos beckoned him 
to attend them. Grimaud, according to custom, obeyed in 
silence. he poor fellow had finished by almost forgetting 
how to speak. 

When they arrived at the Parpaillot it was seven in the 
morning and the day was just beginning to dawn. The 
three friends ordered a good breakfast and entered a room 
where the landlord assured them that they would not be 
disturbed. 

The hour was, unfortunately, ill-chosen for a consultation. 
The morning drum had just been beaten; every one was 
busy shaking off the sleepiness of night, and to drive away 
the dampness of the morning air came to take a little dram 
at the tavern. Dragoons, Swiss guards, musketeers and 
light cavalry succeeded one another with a rapidity very 
beneficial to the business of mine host, but very unfavorable 
to the designs of our four friends, who replied but sullenly 
to the salutations, toasts and jests of their companions. 

“Come,” said Athos, ‘ we shall invite some rousing quarrel 
on our hands presently and we do not want that just now. 
})’Artagnan, tell us about your night’s work; we will tell 
you ours afterward.” 

“In fact,” said one of the light cavalry, who, whilst rock- 
ing himself, held in his hand a glass of brandy which he 
slowly sipped, “in fact, you were in the trenches, you gen- 
tlemen of the guards, and it seems to me that you had a 
squabble with the Rochellais.” 
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D’Artagnan looked at Athos to see whether he ought to 
answer this intruder who thrust himself into the conversa- 
tion. 

“Well,” said Athos, ‘did you hear M. de Busigny, who 
did you the honor to address you? Tellus what tooa place 
in the night, since these gentleman desire it.” 

“Did you not take a bastion?” asked a Swiss, who was 
drinking rum and beer mixed. 

“Yes, sir,” replied D’Artagnan, bowing, “we had that 
honor. And also, as you have heard, we introduced a barrel 
of powder under one of the angles, which, on exploding, 
made a very pretty breach, without reckoning that, as the 
bastion is very old, all the rest of the building is much 
shaken.” 

“And what bastion is it?” asked a dragoon who held, 
spitted on his sabre, a goose which he had brought to be 
cooked. 

“The bastion St. Gervais,” replied J)’Artagnan, “from 
behind which the Rochellais annoyed our workmen.” 

‘And was it warm work ? ” 

“Yes. We lost five men and the Rochellais some eight 
or ten.” 

“ Balzampleu!” said the Swiss, who, in spite of the 
admirable colJection of oaths which the German languaye 
possesses, had got a habit of swearing in French. 

“ But it 1s probable,” said the light horseman, “ that they 
will send pioneers to repair the bastion this morning.” 

Yes, it is probable,” said D’Artagnan. 

“Gentlemen,” said Athos, “a wager!” 

“Ah, a wager!” said the Swiss. 

“What is it?” asked the light horseman. 

“ Stop,” said the dragoon, laying his sabre like a spit on 
the two great iron dogs which kept up the fire in the 
chimney, “Iam busy. A dripping-pan here, you noodle of 
a landlord, that I may not lose one drop of the fat of this 
celestial bird. ‘ 

“He is right,” said the Swiss; “the juice of a goose is 
very good with puddings.” 
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“There!” said the dragoon; “and now for the wager. 
We are listening, M. Athos.” 

“Well, M. de Busigny,” said Athos, I bet you that my 
three comrades, Messieurs Porthos, Aramis and D’Artagnan, 
and myself, will go and breakfast in the bastion of St. Ger- 
vais, and that we will stay there for one hour by the clock, 
whatever the enemy may do to dislodge us.” 

Porthos and Aramis looked at each other, for they began 
to understand. 

“Why,” said D’Artaznan, stooping to Athos’s ear, “you 
are going to get us all killed without mercy.” 

“We shall be more certainly killed if we do not go,’ 
replied Athos. 

“Ah, faith, gentlemen,” said Porthos, throwing himself 
back in his chair and twisting his mustache, “that 1s a fine 
wager, I hope.” 

“ And I accept it,” said M. de Busigny. ‘ Now we must 
fix the stakes.” 

“ You are four, gentlemen,” said Athos, “and weare four ; 
a dinner for eight — will that suit you ? ” 

“ Just the thing!” replied M. de Busigny. 

“The very thing!” added the dragoon. 

‘That will do!” exclaimed the Swiss. The fourth audi- 
tor, who had remained silent throughout the conversation, 
bowed his head as a sign that he acquiesced in the propo- 
sition. 

“The déje.mer of these gentlemen is ready,” said the 
landlord. 

‘Well, then, bring it here,” said Athos. 

The landlord obeyed. Athos called Grimaud, showed 
him a large basket which was lying in a corner, and made 
a sign to him to wrap up in the napkinsall the eatables that 
had been brought. 

Grimaud, comprehending at once that they were going to 
breakfast on the grass, took the basket, packed up the eat- 
ables, put in the bottles and took the basket up in his arms. 

‘But where are you going to eat this breakfast?” said 
the landlord. 
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“What does it signify to you,” replied Athos, “ provided 
you are paid for it?” and he threw two pistoles majestic- 
ally on the table. 

“Shall I get you change, sir?” said mine host, 

‘No; but add a couple of bottles of champagne and the 
difference will pay for the napkins.” 

The landlord had not made quite such a good thing of it 
as he at first expected; but he recompensed himself for it 
by palming off on his four guests two bottles of Anjou wine 
instead of the two bottles of champagne. 

“M. de Busigny, will you regulate your watch by mine, 
or permit me to regulate mine by yours ?” inquired Athos. 

“ Whichever you please,” said the light dragoon, drawing 
from his fob a very beautiful watch encircled with dia- 
monds. ‘ Half-past seven,” added he. 

“VWive-and-thirty minutes after seven,” said Athos, “we 
shall remember that I am five minutes in advance, sir.” 

Then bowing to the astonished waiters, the four young 
men took the road toward the bastion of St. Gervais, fol- 
lowed by Grimaud, who carried the basket, not knowing 
where he was going and, from the passive obedience that 
was habitual to him, not thinking even of inquiring. 

Whilst they were within the precincts of the camp the 
four friends did not exchange a word; they were, besides, 
followed by the curious, who, having heard of the wager, 
wished to know how they would extricate themselves from 
the affair. But when once they had got beyond the lines 
of fortification and found themselves in the open country, 
J)’ Artagnan, who was entirely ignorant of what they were 
about, thought it high time to demand some explanation. 

“ And now, my dear Athos,” said he, “have the kindness 
to tell me where you are going.” 

* You can see well enough,” replied Athos, “we are going 
to the bastion.” 

* But what are we going to do there?” 

“You know very well; we are going to breakfast there.” 

“But why do we not breakfast at the Parpaulot?” 
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“Because we have most important things to tell you and 
it was inpossible to converse for five minutes in that tavern 
with all those troublesome fellows who come and go and 
continually address us. Here, at least,” continued Athos, 
pointing to the bastion, “no one will come’to interrupt us.” 

“Tt appears to me,” said D’Artagnan, with that prudence 
which was so intimately and so naturally connected with. 
his superb courage, “it appears to me that we could have 
found some retired spot somewhere in the sand hills on the 
sea shore.” 

‘Where we should have been seen all four in council 
together, so that in a quarter of an hour the cardinal woulil 
have been informed by his spies that we were holding 
consultation.” 

“Yes,” said Aramis, “Athos is right; animadvertuntur 
in desertis.” 

“A desert would not have been a bad place,’ remarked 
Porthos, “but the difficulty is to find it.” 

“There is no desert where a bird could not pass over 
one’s head or a fish jump from the water or a rabbit run 
from her seat; and I believe that bird, tish and rabbit, one 
and all, have become the cardinal’s spies. It is much bet- 
ter, therefore, to pursue our enterprise. Besides, we cannot 
now recede without disgrace. We have made a bet, a bet 
which could not have been foreseen and of which I defy 
any one to guess the true cause. To win it we must remain 
an hour in the bastion. Either we shall or shall not be 
attacked. If we are not, we shall have time to talk and nu 
one will hear us, for I will answer for it that the walls of 
that bastion have no ears. If we are attacked we will talk 
just the same and shall, moreover, by defending ourselves, 
be covered with glory. So you see that everything is favor- 
able to us.” 

“Yes,” said D’Artagnan, “but we shall inevitably be 
shot.” | 
“Yes,” rejoined Athos, “but you know very well that the 
bullets most to be feared are not those of the enemy.” 
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“Yet it seems to me,” said Porthos, “that for such an 
expedition we should at least have brought our muskets.” 

‘You are a simpleton, friend Porthos; why should we 
encumber ourselves with a useless burden ?” 

“T do not find a good regulation musket, with a dozen 
cartridges and a powder-flask, useless in front of an enemy.” 

“Well,” rejoined Athos, ‘did you not hear what D’Ar- 
tagnan said ?” 

“And what did D’Artagnan say ?” asked Porthos. 

“D’Artagnan says that in last night’s attack as many as 
eight or ten I'rench were killed and as many of the enemy.” 

“Well?” 

«There has not been time to strip them, has there, seeing 
there was something more urgent to attend to?” 

«Well ?” 

“Well, we shall find their muskets, powder-flasks and 
cartridges, and instead of four muskets and a dozen balls 
we shall have about fifteen muskets and a hundred rounds 
of ammunition to fire.” 

“Oh, Athos!” said Aramis, “you are indeed a great 
man!” 

Porthos bowed his head in token of acquiescence. 

D’Artagnan alone did not appear quite convinced. 

Grimaud unquestionably partook of the young man’s 
incredulity, for, seeing that they continued to march toward 
the bastion, of which he had before had some suspicion, he 
plucked his master by the skirt of his coat. 

“Where are you going ? ” he inquired by a sign. 

Athos pointed to the bastion. 

“ But,” said the silent Grimaud, still in the same dialect, 
“we shall leave our skins there.” 

Athos raised his eyes and his hands to heaven. 

Grimaud set down his basket on the ground and seated 
himself upon it, shaking his head. 

Athos took a pistol from his belt, looked at the priming, 
cocked it and leveled it at Grimaid’s ear. 

Grimaud found himself lifted up and on his legs, as if by 
magic. 
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Athos then beckoned to him to take up the basket and 
to march in front. 

Grimaud obeyed ; so that all the poor fellow had gained 
by this momentary pantomime was that he had been trans- 
formed from the rear guard to the van. 

Having reached the bastion, the four friends looked behind 
them. More than three hundred soldiers of every kind had 
assembled at the entrance of the camp, and in a separate 
group they saw M. de Busigny, the dragoon, the Swiss and 
the fourth wagerer. 

Athos took off his hat, raised it on the end of his sword 
and waved it in the air. 

All the spectators returned his salutation, accompanying 
this act of politeness with a loud hurrah, which reached 
their ears. 

After this occurrence they all four disappeared in the 
bastion, where Grimaud had already preceded them. 
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CHAPTER XLVII. 


THE COUNCIL OF THE MUSKETEERS. 


As Athos had foreseen, the bastion was tenanted alone by 
about a dozen dead — French and Rochellais. 

“ Gentlemen,” said Athos, who had taken command of the 
expedition, “whilst Grimaud sets the table let us begin by 
collecting muskets and ammunition. We can, moreover, 
converse whilst we are doing it. These gentlemen,” added 
he, pointing to the dead bodies, ‘‘do not hear us.” 

“But we may, nevertheless, throw them into the ditches,” 
said Porthos, “having first satistied ourselves that they have 
nothing in their pockets.” 

“Yes,” replied Athos, “ but that is Grimaud’s business.” 

“Well, then,” said D’ Artagnan, “let Grimaud search them 
and throw them over the walls.” 

“ Not upon any account,” said Athos. ‘“ They may be of 
the utmost use to us.” 

‘These dead of use to us!” exclaimed Porthos. “ Ah, 
nonsense! you are surely going crazy, my dear friend.” 

“¢Do not judge rashly,’ advise both gospel and cardinal,” 
replied Athos. ‘How many muskets are there, gentle- 
men ? ” 

“ Twelve.” 

“ How much ammunition ? ” 

“ A hundred rounds,” 

“Tt is quite as many as we shall need; let us load our 
muskets.” 

The four companions set themselves to work, and just as 
they had loaded the last gun Grimaud made a sign to them 
that breakfast was ready. 
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Athos indicated by a gesture that he was contented with 
what was done and then pointed out to Grimaud a sort of 
sheltered box where he was to place himself as sentinel. 
Sut to mitigate the annoyance of his guard, Athos allowed 
him to take with him a loaf, a couple of cutlets and a bottle 
of wine. 

“ And now, to breakfast!” said Athos. 

The four friends seated themselves on the ground with 
their legs crossed, like Turks or tailors. 

«And now,” said D’Artagnan, “as you are no longer 
afraid of being heard, I hope you are going to let us have 
the secret.” 

“T hope I am providing you at the same time with both 
amusement and glory, gentlemen!” said Athos. “I have 
induced you to take a charming little excursion; here is an 
admirable breakfast, and away over yonder are five hundred 
persons, a8 you may perceive through the embrasures, who 
take us for madmen or heroes —two classes of fools that 
very much resemble each other.” 

“ But this secret ? ” . 

“T saw Milady last night,” said Athos. 

])’Artagnan was carrying his glass to his lips, but at the 
sound of Her Ladyship’s name his hand trembled so that he 
placed his glass on the ground, in order that he might not 
spill its contents. 

“You have seen your wi a 

“ Hush, then!” interrupted Athos; “ you forget, my dear 
fellow, that these gentlemen are not, like you, initiated in 
my family affairs. JI have seen Her Ladyship.” 

“ And where happened that ?” demanded D’Artagnan. 

“ About two leagues from hence, at the Red Dove-cote.” 

“In that case [am a lost man,” said D’ Artagnan. 

‘Not just yet,’ replied Athos; “for by this time she 
must have quitted the shores of France.” 

D’ Artagnan breathed again. 

“ But, after all,” inquired Porthos, “who is this lady ? ” 

“A charming woman!” said Athos, tasting a glass of 
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sparkling wine. ‘Scamp of a landlord!” exclaimed he, 
“who gives us Anjou for champagne and who thinks we 
shall be deceived by the substitution! Yes!” continued he, 
‘a charming woman, to whom our friend D’Artagnan has 
done sumething unpardonable, for which she is seeking 
every human means to avenge herself—a month ago by 
trying to get him shot; a week ago by sending him poison, 
and yesterday by demanding his head of the cardinal.” 

“What! demanding my head of the cardinal?” cried 
D’Artagnan, pale with terror. 

“Yes,” said Porthos, ‘it 1s as true as gospel, for I heard 
her with my own ears.” 

‘ And I also,” said Aramis. 

“Then,” said D’Artagnan, letting his arm fall in a 
desponding manner, “it is useless to struggle longer; I 
may as well blow out my brains at once and have done 
with it.” 

“That is the Just folly a man should perpetrate,” said 
Athos, “seeing it is the only one which will admit of no 
remedy.” 

“But with such enemies I shall never escape,” said D’Ar- 
tagnan. “ First, my unknown antagonist of Meung; then, 
De Wardes, on whom [I inflicted four wounds; next, this 
lady, whose secret I found out; and lastly, the cardinal, 
whose vengeance I intercepted.” 

“Well!” said Athos, “and all this makes only four, and 
we are four —one agaimst one. Egad! if we may trust to 
Grimaud’s signs, we are now about to engage with a far 
greater number of foes. What’s the matter, Grimaud ? 
Considering the seriousness of the circumstance, I permit 
you to speak, my friend; but be laconic, I beseech you. 
What do you see?” 

“A troop.” 

“ How many persons ?” 

‘Twenty men.” 

‘What sort of men ?” 

“Sixteen sappers and four dragoons,” 
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‘“‘ How far are they off ?” 

“Five hundred paces.” 

“Good! We have still time to finish our fowl and to drink 
a glass of wine. To your health, D’Artagnan!” 

‘ Your health!” repeated Aramis and Porthos. 

“ Woll, then, to my health, although I do not imagine that 
your good wishes will be of much benefit to me.” 

Bah!” said Athos. ‘“ God is great, as the Mohammedans 
say, and the future 1s in His hands.” 

Then having swallowed his wine and put the glass down, 
Athos carelessly arose, took the first musket that came to 
hand and stole toward an embrasure. 

The three others did the same. As for Grimaud, he had 
orders to place himself behind them and to reload their 
muskets. 

An instant afterward they saw the troop appearing. It 
caine along a kind of branch trench, which formed a com- 
munication between the bastion and the town. 

“ Zounds!” said Athos, ‘it is scarcely worth while to dis- 
turb ourselves for a score of fellows armed with pickaxes, 
mattocks and spades! Grimaud ought to have quietly beck- 
oned to them to go about their business and I am quite con- 
vinced that they would have left us to ourselves.” 

“T must doubt it,” said D’Artagnan, “for they come for- 
ward with great resolution. Besides, in addition to the work- 
men there are four soldiers and a brigadier, armed with 
muskets.” 

“That 1s because they have not seen us,” replied Athos. 

‘ Faith,” said Aramis, “I confess that I am reluctant to 
fire upon these poor devils of citizens.” 

“ He is a bad priest,” said Porthos, “ who pities heretics.” 

“Upon my word,” said Athos, “ Aramis is right. I will 
give them a preliminary talking to.” 

“What the plague are you doing?” cried D’ Artagnan ; 
you will get yourself shot, my dear fellow.” 

But Athos paid no attention to this warning, and mounting 
ov the breach, his fusee in one hand and his hat in the other: 
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“ Gentlemen,” said he, bowing courteously and addressing 
himself to the soldiers and pioneers, who, astonished by this 
apparition, halted at about fifty paces from the bastion, 
‘‘rentlemen, we are, some of my friends and myself, engaged 
at breakfast in the bastion. Now you know that nothing is 
more disagreeable than to be disturbed at breakfast; so we 
entreat you, if you really have business here, to wait till we 
have finished our repast or to come back in a little while; 
unless, indeed, you experience the salutary desire of forsak- 
ing the ranks of rebellion and coming to drink with us to the 
health of the king of France.” 

“ Take care, Athos,” said D’Artagnan ; “ don’t you see that 
they are taking ain at you ?” 

“Yes, yes,” said Athos; “but these are citizens, who are 
shocking bad marksmen and will take particular care to shoot 
wide of the mark.” 

In fact, at that moment four shots were fired and the bul- 
lets whistled around Athos, but without one touching him. 

Four shots were instantaneously returned, but with a far 
better aim than that of the aggressors; three soldiers fell 
dead and one of the pioneers was wounded. 

“Grimaud,” said Athos, from the breach, “another mus- 
ket.” 

Grimaud obeyed instantly. 

The three friends had also reloaded theirarms. A second 
discharge soon followed the first and the brigadier and two 
pioneers fell dead. The rest of the troop took to flight. 

‘Come, gentlemen, a sortie!” said Athos. 

The four friends rushed out of the fort, reached the field 
of battle, picked up the muskets of the soldiers and the half- 
pike of the brigadier, and, satisfied that the fugitives would 
never stop till they reached the town, they returned to the 
bastion, bearing with them the trophies of their victory. 

“ Reload, Grimaud,” said Athos, “and let us, gentlemen, 
continue our breakfast and conversation. Where were we?” 

“T recollect,” said D’Artagnan ; “you were saying that, 
after having demanded my head of the cardinal, Her Lady- 
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ship had left the shores of France. And where is she 
going?” added D’Artagnan, who was painfully anxious 
about the lady’s itinerary. 

‘She is going to England,” replied Athos. 

“ And with what object ?” 

“To assassinate the Duke of Buckingham or to get him 
assassinated.” 

D’Artagnan uttered an exclamation of surprise and indig- 
nation. 

“Tt is infamous!” exclaimed he. 

“Oh, as to that,” said Athos, “I beg you to believe that I 
concern myself very little about it. Now that you have 
finished, Grimaud,” continued he, “take the half-pike of our 
brigadier, fasten a napkin to it and fix it on the end of our 
bastion, that those rebellious Rochellais may see that they are 
opposed to brave and loyal subjects of the king.” 

Grimaud obeyed without reply and an instant afterward 
the white flag floated over the heads of the four friends. A 
cry of joy, a thunder of applause saluted its appearance. 
Half the camp was at the barriers. 

“What!” said D’Artagnan, “you concern yourself but 
little about her killing Buckingham or causing him to be 
killed? The duke is our friend.” 

“The duke is an Englishman; the duke fights against us: 
let her do, therefore, as she likes with the duke. I care as: 
little about him as an empty bottle.” 

As Athos sail this he threw some fifteen yards before him 
a bottle which he held in his hand and from which he had 
just emptied the last drop into his own glass. 

« Wait an instant,” said D’Artagnan, “I will not abandon 
Buckingham in that manner; he gave us some very beauti- 
ful horses.” 

“And especially some very beautiful saddles,” added 
Porthos, who was then wearing the gold lace of one of them 
upon his cloak. 

‘“ Besides,” said Aramis, God seeks for the conversion, 
not the death of a sinner.” 
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* Amen!” said Athos, “and we will return to that by and 
by, if such is your pleasuré; but that which most engaged 
my attention at the time, and I am sure you will understand 
why, D’Artagnan, was how to get from this woman a carte- 
blanche which she had extorted from the cardinal and by 
means of which she might get rid of you, and perhaps the 
whole of us, with impunity.” 

“ This creature is a very demon,” said Porthos, holding his 
plate to Aramis, who was cutting up a fowl. 

“And this document,” said D’Artagnan; “did it remain 
in her hands ? ” 

‘No, it passed into mine. I cannot say without some 
trouble, for if I did I should tell a lie.” 

“My dear Athos,” said D’Artagnan, “I can no longer 
count the times I owe my life to you.” 

“Then it was to visit her that you quitted us?” said 
Aramis. 

« Exactly so.” 

“And you have got the cardinal’s letter?” inquired 
D’ Artagnan. 

“ Here it is,” replied Athos. 

He took the precious paper from the pocket of his coat. 
D’Artagnan unfolded it with a hand of which he did not 
attempt to hide the trembling and read : 


“Tt is by my order and for the good of the state that the 
bearer of this did that which he has now done. 
“ RICHELIEU.” 


“Tt is, in fact, a regular absolution,” said Aramis. 

“We must destroy this paper,” said D’Artagnan, who 
seemed to read in it his own sentence of death. 

“On the contrary,” said Athos, “it must be most scru- 
pulously preserved; and I would not give it up for the 
golden louis that would cover it.” 

“ And what will she do now?” inquired D’Artagnan. 

“Why,” said Athos, carelessly, “she will write to the 
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cardinal that a cursed musketeer named Athos took her 
safeguard from her by force, and she will at the same time 
advise his eminence to get rid of him and also of his two 
friends, Porthos and Aramis. The cardinal will recollect 
that these are the very men that are always in his way. 
Then some fine morning he will have D’Artagnan arrested 
and, that he may not be bored to death by solitude, will 
send us to keep him company in the Bastile.” 

“Ah!” said Porthos, “I think that you are making some 
rather dismal jokes.” 

“JT am not joking,” replied Athos. 

“Do you know,” said Porthos, “that I fancy it would be 
a more venial crime to twist this cursed lady’s neck than 
those of these poor devils of Huguenots, who have never 
committed any greater crime than singing in French the 
very same psalms we sing in Latin.” 

“ What does the abbé say to that?” quietly asked Athos. 

“Tn that I am quite of Porthos’s opinion.” 

« And I also,” said D’Artagnan. 

“ Happily, she is far away,” added Porthos; “for I con- 
fess she would much annoy me here.” 

“She annoys me in England as well as in France,” said 
Athos. 

‘She annoys me everywhere,” said D’Artagnan. 

“But when you had her in your power,” said Porthos, 
“why did you not drown, strangle, or hang her? It is 
only the dead who never return.” 

“Do you think so, Porthos?” said Athos, with a dark 
smile which D’Artagnan alone could understand. 

“T have an idea,” said D’Artagnan. 

“ Let us hear it!” cried the musketeers. 

“ To arms!” exclaimed Grimaud. 

The young men arose hastily and ran to their muskets. 

This time there was a small band advancing, composed of 
twenty or twenty-five men, no longer pioneers, but soldiers 
of the garrison. 

“Suppose we now return to the camp,” said Porthos; “ it 
seems to me that the match is not equal.” 
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“Tmpossible, for three reasons,” answered Athos. ‘The 
first is, because we have not finished our breakfast; the 
second, because we have still some important affairs to talk 
about; and the third, it will be still ten minutes before the 
hour elapses.” 

“But, nevertheless,” said Aramis, “we must arrange a 
plan of battle.” 

“Tt is vastly simple,” replied Athos. “As soon as the 
enemy is within musket-shot, we must fire; if he continues 
to advance, we must fire again; in fact, we must fire away 
as long as we have guns loaded. If the remnant of the 
band should then wish to mount to the assault, we must 
let the besiegers descend as far as the ditch, and then we 
must heave on their heads a large mass of the wall, which 
only keeps up now by a miracle of equilibrium.” 

“ Bravo!” exclaimed Porthos. ‘ Athos, you are undoubt- 
edly a born generalissimo, and the cardinal, who thinks 
himself a great warrior, is a mere corporal to you.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Athos, “do not waste your ammu- 
nition, I beseech you; let each pick out his man.” 

“T have mine,” said D’Artagnan. 

‘“ And I mine,” said Porthos. 

“ And I the same,” said Aramis. 

“Fire!” cried Athos.. 

The four guns made but one report and four men fell. 

The drum then beat and the little band advanced to the 
charge. 

The shots of the four friends were then fired without 
regularity, but invariably with the same deadly effect. Yet, 
as though they had known the numerical weakness of their 
opponents, the Rochellais continued to advance at a quick 
pace. | 

At three other shots two men fell; yet the march of those 
who remained unwounded did not slacken. 

Having reached the foot of the bastion, there were still 
twelve or fifteen of the enemy. A last discharge staggered, 
but did not arrest them. They leaped into the ditch and 
prepared to scale the breach, 
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“Now, my friends,” said Athos, “let us finish them at 
one blow. ‘T'o the wall! to the wall!” 

And the four friends, assisted by Grimaud, set themselves 
to topple over with the barrels of their muskets an enormous 
mass of wall, which bowed as though the wind waved it, and 
loosening itself from its foundation, now fell with a tremen- 
dous crash into the ditch. <A fearful cry was heard, a cloud 
of dust ascended toward the skies, and all was over. 

“Can we have crushed them all from the first to the 
last ?” said Athos. 

“ Waith, it looks very like it,” replied D’Artagnan. 

“No,” said Porthos; “there are two or three of them 
escaping, quite crippled.” 

In fact, three or four of these unfortunate beings, cov- 
ered with mire and blood, fled along the hollow way and 
regained the town. They were all that had not perished of 
the little band. 

Athos looked at his watch. 

“ Gentlemen,” said he, “we have been here an hour and 
now the wager is gained, but we will play our game tri- 
umphantly; besides, D’Artagnan has not yet told us his 
idea.”’ 

And the musketeer with his habitual coolness seated him- 
self beside the remains of the breakfast. 

‘Would you like to hear my plan ?” said D’Artagnan to 
his three companions, when, after the alarm which had had 
so fearful a te.imination for the little troop of Rochellais, 
tney had resumed their places before the remnants of their 
meal. 

“Yes,” replied Athos; “you said you had an idea.” 

“Ah! J have it,” exclaimed D’Artagnan. “I will go to 
England for the second time, will find His Grace of Buck- 
ingham and warn him of the plot which has been formed 
against his life.” 

“You will do no such thing, D’Artagnan,” said Athos, 
coldly. 

“Why not? Did I not go before ?” 
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Yes, but at that time we were not at war; at that time 
the Duke of Buckingham was an ally and not an enemy ; 
what you now suggest would be denominated treason.” _ 

‘ But,” said Porthos, “I fancy that I, in my turn, have 
also got an idea.” 

‘ Silence for M. Porthos’s idea!” cried Aramis. 

“T will ask leave of absence of M.de Treville on any pre- 
text whatsoever that you can suggest — I am not very clever 
at excuses myself. The lady does not know me; I will get 
near her without exciting her alarm, and when I have found 
the beauty I will wring her neck.” 

“Ah,” said Athos, “I really am somewhat disposed to 
suggest that we second Porthos’s idea.” 

“Tie, fie!” exclaimed Aramis; “kill a woman! No! 
Listen, 7 have the right idea.” 

“Tet us have your idea, Aramis,” said Athos, who had 
much deference for the young musketeer. 

‘Let us tell all to the queen.” 

« Ah, faith, yes!” cried D’Artagnan and Porthos together ; 
“T believe that we have found the true course at last.” 

‘¢ Announce it to the queen?” said Athos, “and how can 
we do that? Have we any connections at court? Can we 
send any one to Paris without its becoming known all over 
the camp? There are a hundred and forty leagues between 
us and Paris, and our letter will hardly have reached Angers 
before we ourselves shall bein a dungeon.” 

“ As for getting a letter safely delivered to the queen,” 
said Aramis, blushing, “I myself will undertake it. I know 
a very skillful person at Tours ‘ 

Aramis stopped, seeing Athos smile. 

‘Well, will you not adopt this plan, Athos?” inquired 
D’ Artagnan. 

“JT do not entirely reject it,” replied Athos, “but I would 
merely observe to Aramis that he cannot himself leave the 
camp, and that with anybody but one of ourselves there will 
be not the slightest security that, two hours after the mes- 
senget has started, all the capucins, all the alguazils, all the 
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black bonnets of the cardinal, will not know your letter by 
heart, and your. very skillful person immediately arrested.” 

“Without calculating,” added Porthos, “that the queen 
would try to save the Duke of Buckingham, but would leave 
us to our fate.” 

“Gentlemen,” said D’Artagnan, “Porthos’s objection is 
full of sense!” 

“Ah, ha! what is goimg on in the town ?” said Athos. 
“They are beating to arms.” 

The four friends listened and the sound of the drum 
reached their ears. 

“ You will see,” continued Athos, “ that they will send an 
entire regiment against us.” 

“You do not expect us to stand our ground against an 
entire regiment ?” said Porthos. 

“Why not?” rephed the musketeer. “Iam just in the 
humor and would hold it againstan army, if we had only had 
the precaution to bring another dozen of wine!” 

“Upon my word the drum sounds nearer,” said J)’Arta- 
gnan. 

‘Tet them come,” replied Athos; “ there is a quarter of 
an hour’s march between the town and this place. It is 
more time than we shall require to arrange our plans. If 
we go away from here we shall never again find such a con- 
venient spot. And listen, gentlemen: the most appropriate 
idea in the world has come into my mind.” 

“Let us hear *t.” 

Athos made a sign for his valet to come to him. 

“Grimaud,” said Athos, pointing to the dead bodies which 
lay in the bastion, “ you will take these gentlemen, fix them 
upright against the wall, put their hats on their heads and 
place their muskets in their hands. ” 

Oh, great man!” cried D’Artagnan, “I understand you.” 

“You understand ? ” said Porthos. 

“And you, Grimaud, do you understand?” inquired 
Aramis. 


Grimaud gave a sign in the affirmative. 
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“Tt i3 all that is necessary,” said Athos; “now let us 
return to my idea.” 

‘J should like, however, to understand —— ” said Porthos. 

“ Tt is of no use.” 

“ Yes, yes! Athos’s idea!” cried D’Artagnan and Aramis 
at the same time, 

“This lady, this woman, this creature, this viper, this 
demon, has a brother-in-law, I think you told me?” 

“ Yes, I even know him; and I believe that he has no great 
sympathy with his sister-in-law.” 

“There i3 no harm in that,” replied Athos; “and if he 
detested her, even, it would be so much the more a virtue.” 

“In that case, we are fitted to a nicety.” 

‘“ Nevertheless,” said Porthos, “I should like to under- 
stand what Grimaud is about.” 

Silence, Porthos!” cried Aramis. 

“ What is the name of this brother-in-law ? ” 

“ Tord de Winter.” 

“ Where is he at present ?” 

“ He returned to London on the first report of the war.” 

“Well, he is precisely the man we want,” said Athos. “It 
is to him that we must give information; we must let hin 
know that his sister-in-law is going to assassinate some one 
and entreat him not to lose sight of her. There must be in 
London, I should hope, some establishment like the Made- 
lonnettes or the Magdalen; he must place his sister-in-law 
there and we shall then be at peace.” 

“Yes,” said D’Artagnan, “until she gets out again.” 

“ Ah, faith,” said Athos, “you ask too much, D’Artagnan. 
I have given you all I have and I tell you now my budget 
is exhausted.” 

“T think it is the best plan we can devise,” observed 
Aramis; “we will inform the queen and Lord de Winter at 
the same time.” 

“But by whom shall we convey the one letter to London 
and the other to Tours ?” 

‘'T answer for Bazin,” replied Aramis. 
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¢' And I for Planchet,” added D’Artagnan. 

“In fact,” said Porthos, “if we cannot leave the camp, 
our servants can.” 

“Certainly,” added Aramis; “so we will write the letters 
this very day, give them sufficient money and send them on 
the journey.” 

« We will give them sufficient money ?” said Athos; “ then 
you have money, have you?” 

The four friends looked at each other and a cloud passed 
over the brows which had been for an instant brightened. 

“ Attention!” cried D’Artagnan; “I see black and red 
points in movement below there. What were you saying 
about a regiment, Athos? It is a regular army.” 

“Faith, yes,” replied Athos, “there they are. Do you 
see the crafty fellows who are advancing without drum or 
trumpet! Ah,ah! Have you finished, Grimaud ?” 

Grimaud gave a sign in the affirmative and pointed to a 
dozen dead bodies which he had placed in the most pictur- 
esque attitudes—some carrying arms, others seeming to 
take aim, others sword in hand. 

“ Bravo!” cried Athos; “that does credit to your imagina- 
tion.” 

“Tt is all the same,” said Porthos; “and yet I should 
like to understand it.” 

« Let us decamp first,” said D’Artagnan; “ you will under- 
stand afterward.” 

“One momen, gentlemen — wait one moment; let us 
give Grimaud time to take away the breakfast things.” 

“Ah!” said Aramis, “here are the black and red points 
becoming visibly larger and I am of D’Artagnan’s opinion ; 
I believe that we have no time to lose in regaining the 
camp.” . 

“ Faith,” said Athos, ‘I have nothing more to say against 
a retreat; we betted for one hour and we have remained an 
hour and a half. There is nothing more to argue or com- 
municate, so let us be off, gentlemen, let us be off.” 

_ Grimaud had already commenced his retreat with the 
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basket and the fragments. The four friends followed 
behind him and took about a dozen steps. 

“Ah! What the plague are we about, gentlemen?” 
exclaimed Athos. 

‘“ Have you forgotten anything?” inquired Aramis. 

“The flag. Zounds! We must not leave a flag in the 
hands of the enemy, even when that flag is only a table- 
cloth.” 

And Athos rushed back into the bastion, mounted the 
platform and took down the flag. 

jut as the Rochellais had come within musket-shot, they 
opened a sharp fire upon this man who thus exposed him- 
self,as if for amusement, to their discharge. It might have 
been fancied, however, that Athos bore a charmed life; the 
bullets whizzed around him, yet he stood unharmed. 

Athos waved his standard as he turned his back on the 
town, and bowed toward the camp. Loud shouts resounded 
on both sides — shouts of anger from the one and from the 
other of enthusiasm. 

A second discharge soon followed the first, and three balls, 
by passing through it, made a regular standard of the table- 
cloth. 

They heard the whole camp exclaiming, “Come down! 
come down!” 

Athos slowly descended. His companions, who waited 
for him with anxiety, welcomed his reappearance with joy. 

‘ Come along, Athos, come along,” said D’Artagnan; “let 
us make haste. Now that we have found everything except 
money, it would be absurd to get killed.” 

But Athos persisted in his majestic walk, and his com- 
panions, finding all remonstrance useless, regulated their 
pace by his. 

Grimaud and his basket formed the advance guard and 
were both soon out of range. 

After a minute or two they heard the sound of furious 
firing. 

“What is that?” asked Porthos; “ut what are they | 
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firing? Ido not hear the bullets whistle nor do I see any- 
body.” 

“ They are firing at our dead men/” replied Athos. 

“ But our dead men will not return their fire.” 

‘Exactly so. They will then believe that there is an 
ambuscade; they will deliberate and will afterward recon- 
noitre; and by the time they discover the trick we shall be 
beyond the reach of their fire. Thus you see it is unneces- 
sary to give ourselves a fit of the pleurisy by overhaste.” 

“Qh! | understand now!” said the admiring Porthos. 

“That’s very fortunate,” replied Athos, shrugging his 
shoulders. 

The French, on their side, perceiving their adventurous 
comrades returning, uttered cries of frantic enthusiasm. 

At length a fresh firing was heard, and this time the bul- 
lets were actually flattened on the stones around the four 
friends and whistled mournfully about their ears. The 
Rochellais had at last taken possession of the bastion. 

“They are a set of awkward fellows,” remarked Athos ; 
“how many of them have we killed —a dozen ?” 

“Or fifteen.” 

“Tow many did we make jelly of ?” 

“ Right or ten.” 

“ And in exchange for this we have not got a scratch. 
Ah! yes, though! What is the matter there with your 
hand, D’Artagnan’? It is bleeding.” 

“Tt is nothing,’ replied D’Artagnan. 

“Was it a spent ball?” 

Ts No.” 

“ What then ? ” 

We have said that Athos loved D’Artagnan as his own 
son, and though of a gloomy and inflexible character, he 
sometimes manifested toward the young man a solicitude 
truly paternal. 

“ Merely a scratch,” replied D’Artagnan. “I caught my 
fingers between two stones —that of the wall and that of 
my ring —and the skin is cut.” 
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“See what it is to wear diamonds, my master,’ said 
Athos, contemptuously. 

“ Ah!” exclaimed Porthos, “there is a diamond, in fact ; 
and why the plague, then, as there 1s a diamond, do we bat 
tle about having no money ?”’ 

“See, there, now,” said Aramis. 

“Well done, Porthos; this time you really have an idea.” 

“Certainly,” continued Porthos, bridling up at Athos’s 
compliment; “and since there is a diamond, let us sell it.” 

“But,” said D’ Artacnan, “it is the queen’s diamond.” 

“One reason more,” said Athos; “the queen saving the 
Duke of Buckingham, her lover: nothing can be more just; 
the queen saving us, her friends: nothing can be more 
moral. Let us sell the diamond. What does the abbé say ? 
I do not ask Porthos’s opinion — it is already given.” 

“Why, I think,” said Aramis, blushing, “that as the ring 
does not come froma mistress and consequently 1s not a 
love token, J’ Artagnan may sell it.” 

“My dear fellow, you speak like theology personified. 
So your advice is ve 

“To sell the diamond,” replied Aramis. 

“Well,” said D’Artagnan gayly, “let us sell the diamond 
and say no more about it.” 

The fusillade still continued, but the friends were beyond 
its reach and the Rochellais seemed to be firing only for the 
satisfaction of their own pugnacity. 

‘ Faith,” said Athos, “it was quite time for this idea of 
Porthos to present itself, for here we are at the camp. So 
now, gentlemen, not another word about this business. We 
are observed. They are coming to meet us and we shall be 
carried home in triumph.” 

In fact, as we have already said, the whole camp was in 
commotion. More than two thousand soldiers had wit- 
nessed, a3 at a theatre, the fortune-favored bravado of the 
four friends —a bravado of which they had been far from 
suspecting the true motive. Nothing could be heard but 
cries of “Long live the guards! Long live the mus- 
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keteers!” M.de Busigny was the first who came to press 
the hand of Athos and to confess that he had lost his bet. 
The dragoon and the Swiss followed him, and all their com- 
rades followed the dragoon and the Swiss. ‘There was no 
end to the congratulations, shaking of hands, embraces and 
inextinguishable laughter at the Rochellais ; and at last, the 
tumult was so great, that the cardinal supposed there was a 
mutiny, and sent La Houdiniere, the captain of his guards, 
to ascertain the cause of the disturbance. The incident was 
related to his messenger with all the warmth of enthusiasm. 

“Well?” demanded the cardinal, on seeing La How- 
diniere return. 

“ Well, my lord,” replied the inte. “it is three mus- 
keteers and a guardsman, who laid a bet with M. de Busigny 
to go and breakfast in the bastion of St. Gervais; and who, 
whilst at breakfast, maintained their ground for two hours 
against the Rochellais and killed I know not how many of 
the enemy.” 

“Did you learn the names of these musketeers?” 

“ Yes, my lord.” 

“ What are they?” 

“ Messieurs Athos, Porthos and Arainis.”’ 

“ Always my three brave fellows!” muttered the cardinal, 
And the guard ?” 

«M. d’Artagnan.” 

“My young madcap again! Decidedly these four men 
must be mine.” 

On the same evening the cardinal spoke to M. de Treville 
of the exploit, which formed the subject of conversation 
throughout the whole camp. M. de Treville, who had heard 
the recital of the adventure from the lips of those who were 
its heroes, recounted it in all its particulars to his eminence, 
without forgetting the episode of the tablecloth flag. 

“ Very good, M. de Treville,” said the cardinal; “give me 
this glorious standard, I entreat you. I will get three fleurs- 
de-lis embroidered on it in gold and will giveit to you as the 
battle-flag of your company.” 
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“My lord,” said M. de Treville, “that would be unjust 
toward the guards. M.d’Artagnan dves not belong to me, 
but to M. des Essarts.” 

“ Well, then, take him yourself,” said the cardinal; “it is 
hardly fair that these four brave soldiers who love each other 
so well should not serve in the same company.” 

On the same evening M. de Treville announced this good 
news to the three musketeers and to D’ Artagnan, inviting 
them all four to breakfast with him on the following day. 

D’Artagnan could not contain himself for joy. Weknow 
that the dream of lis life had been to be a musketeer. 

The three friends were also profoundly delighted. 

“Faith,” said D’Artagnan to Athos, “ yours was a trium- 
phant idea; and as you said, we have gained glory by it, 
besides being able to hold a conversation of the greatest 
importance.” 

“ Which we may henceforth renew without suspicion ; 
for, with God’s help, we shall henceforth be looked upon as 
cardinalists.” 

On the same evening J)’Artagnan went to pay his 
respects to M. des Essarts and to inform him of his pro- 
motion. 

M. des Essarts, who had great affection for D’Artagnan, 
offered him any assistance that he might require, as this 
change of regiment brought with it the expense of a new 
equipment. 

D’Artagnan declined this aid, but thinking the oppor- 
tunity a good one, he requested him to ascertain the value 
of the diamond which he placed in his hands, stating that 
he wished him to turn it into money. 

At eight o’clock the next morning M. des Essarts’s valet 
came to D’Artagnan and handed him a bag containing seven 
thousand livres in gold. It was the price of the queen’s 
diamond. 
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CHAPTER XLVIII. 


A FAMILY AFFAIR. 


AtuHos had hit upon the right expression. It was necessary 
to make Duckingham’s a fumily affair’ A family atfay was 
not subjected to the investigation of the cardinal; a family 
affair concerned no one; they might occupy themselves 
before all the world about a family affair. 

Aramis had found the idea — the valets! 

Porthos had found the means — the diamond ! 

D’Artagnan alone, generally the most inventive of the 
four, contributed nothing save the sinews of war; but we 
inust confess that the very name of Milady paralyzed 
hin. 

The breakfast at M. de Treville’s was charmingly gay. 
D’Artagnan had already got his uniform. As he was about 
the same size as Aramis, and as Aramis, being so handsomely 
paid, as may be remembered, by the booksellers who had 
bought his poem, had doubly furnished himself with every- 
thing, he had accommodated his friend with a complete 
equipment. 

D’Artagnan would have been supremely happy had he 
not seen Her Ladyship like a dark cloud on the horizon. 

After breakfast they agreed to meet again in the evening 
at Athos’s quarters, in order to terminate their arrange- 
nents. 

D’Artagnan passed the day in displaying his musketeer’s 
uniform in every avenue throughout the camp. 

At the appointed time in the evening the four friends 
assembled. There were but three things to settle: what 
they should write to the lady’s brother-in-law; what they 
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should write to the clever person at Tours; and which of the 
valets should be the bearer of the letters. 

Tor the latter purpose each offered his own. Athos vaunted 
the discretion of Grimaud, who only spoke when his master 
permitted him to open his mouth; Porthos boasted of the 
strength of Musqueton, who was big enough to drub four 
men of ordinary dimensions ; Aramis, confident in the address 
of Bazin, made a pompous eulogiumn on his candidate, and 
lastly, D’Artagnan had entire confidence in Planchet’s bra- 
very and recalled to their minds how well be had behave’ in 
their most hazardous encounter at Boulogne. 

These four virtues for a long time contended for mastery 
and gave occasion for some magnificent Speeches, which we 
shall not report lest they should be deemed tiresome. 

“ Unhappily,” said Athos, “itis necessary that he whom 
we send should possess in himself all the four qualities 
united.” 

‘ But where can we find such a servant? ” 

“Itis impossible, I know,” said Athos, “so take Grimaud.” 

“ Take Musqueton.” 

“Take Bazin.” 

“Take Planchet; he is brave and skillful, so there are two 
jualities out of the four.” 

“ Gentlemen,” said Aramis, “the chief thing is not to know 
which of our four valets is the most discreet, the strongest, 
the most skillful, or the bravest, but to find out which of 
them is the fondest of money.” 

‘“ Aramis talks sound sense,” said Athos; “it 1s necessary 
to calculate upon the defects of mankind and not upon their 
virtues. M. Abbé, you are a great moralist.” 

“Unquestionably so,” said Aramis; “for we need to be 
well served, not only to succeed, but that we may not fail; 
since in case of failure it will endanger the head, not of the 
valet s 

“ Not so loud, Aramis,” said Athos. 

* You are right — not of the valet,” resumed Aramis, “ but 
of the master or even of the masters. Are our valets suff 
ciently devoted to us to hazard their lives for us? No.” 
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‘‘Faith,” said D’Artagnan, “I would almost answer for 
Planchet.” 

“ Well, then, my dear friend, add to that devotedness a 
good round sum which will secure him some independence, 
and instead of answering for him once you may auswer 
twice.” 

“ Diantré/ you will be deceived just as much,” said Athos, 
who was an optimist when reasoning on events and a pessi- 
mist when reasoning on men; “ they will promise everything 
to getmoney,and when occasion comes fear will prevent them 
acting. Once taken they will be imprisoned, and when i1m- 
prisoned they will confess everything. What the plague! 
we are not children! To get to England” (Athos lowered 
his voice) “ we must pass through the whole of France, which 
is thickly sown with the spies and creatures of the cardinal. 
Then a passport is necessary for embarkation; then English 
must be spoken to find the way to London. Ah, I see that 
it is a very difficult affair | ” 

“ Not at all,” said D’Artagnan, who was very anxious that 
the thing should be accomplished ; “I can see that it is easy 
enough. We know without being told, egad! that if we 
wrote to Lord de Winter, loudly proclaiming all manner of 
enormities concerning the cardinal ——” 

* Not so loud!” said Athos. 

“Or communicating state secrets or intrigues,” continued 
D’ Artagnan, acting on his friend’s warning, “ we know, with- 
out a prophet, that we should all be broken on the wheel. 
But, for God’s sake, do not forget what you have said.your- 
self, Athos — that we only write about a family affair — that 
we write with the sole motive of getting this lady, as soon as 
she arrives in London, placed in such a situation that she 
cannot hurt us. I would therefore write him a letter in 
something like these terms.” 

“ Now let us hear,” said Aramis, putting on a critical face 
beforehand. 

“Sir, and dear friend ——” 

“ Ah, yes! ‘dear friend,’ to an Englishman!” broke in 
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Athos. “Wellbegun! Bravo, D’Artagnan! For that word 
alone you will be quartered instead of broken on the wheel.” 

‘ Well, then, I would say ‘ Sir’ — quite short.” 

“You might even say ‘My lord,’” rejoined Athos, who 
thought a good deal of propriety. 

“My lord,— Do you remember the little enclosure for 
goats, near the Luxembourg ?’” 

“Good! The Luxembourg, indeed! That will be taken 
for an allusion tothe queen-mother. How very ingenious!” 
said Athos. 

“Well, then, we will simply say,‘ Mylord: Do youremem- 
ber a certain little inclosure where your life was saved ?’” 

“My dear D’Artagnan,” said Athos, “you never will be 
anything but a vastly bad composer. Where your life was 
saved! Forshame! It is not dignified; no one reminds a 
gallant man of such services. A benefit reproached is always 
an insult.” 

“ Ah, my dear fellow!” said D’Artagnan, “ you are unbear- 
able,and if one must write under your critical eyeI renounce 
it.” 

« And you do wisely. Handle the sword and the musket, 
my dear boy — you perform those exercises admirably well 
— but give up the pen to the abbé; it is his vocation.” 

“Yes,” said Porthos, “give up the pen to Aramis, who 
writes theses in Latin.” 

“ Very well, so be it,” answered D’Artagnan. “Compose 
this note for us, Aramis; but by our holy father, the pope, 
mind grhat you are about, for I shall criticise you in turn, I 
warn you.” 

“T ask nothing better,” said Aramis, with that natural 
confidence which every poet has in himself; “ but first make 
me acquainted with all the circumstances. I have indeed 
heard, now and then, that his sister-in-law is a demirep. I 
have, in fact, got proof of it by listening to her conversation 
with the cardinal.” 

‘« Zounds! Not so loud, then,” cried Athos. 

“But,” continued Aramis, “the particulars I do not know.” 
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Nor I either,” said Porthos. 

D’ Artagnan and Athos looked at one another for some time 
in silence. At last Athos, having collected himself, and 
become even paler than usual, gave a sign of assent ;“and 
D’Artagnan understood that he might speak. 

“Well, then, here is what you must write,” resumed 
D’ Artagnan. 

“ My lord,— Your sister-in-law is a wicked woman who 
wished to have you killed in order to obtain your inherit- 
ance. But she could not marry your brother, being already 
married in France and having been —” ))’Artagnan stopped, 
as if he were seeking for the right word, and looked at Athos. 

“ Driven away by her husband,” said Athos. 

“Because she had been branded,’ continued D’Arta- 
ghan. 

“Bah!” cried Porthos; “impossible! And did she wish 
to have her brother-in-law killed ?” 

« Yes.” 

" And she was married ?” demanded Aramis. 

Yes.” 

“ And her husband found out that she had a fleur-de-lis 
on her shoulder ?” cried Porthos. 

“Yes.” 

Three times had Athos uttered this “ yes,” each time in a 
more gloomy tone. 

“ And who sa-v this fleur-de-lis?” demanded Aramis. 

“7 Artagnan and myself, or, rather, to observe the chrono- 
logical order, I and D’Artagnan,” replied Athos. * 

“ And the husband of this horrible. creature is yet alive?” 
inquired Aramis. 

“ He still lives.” 

“You are quite sure of it?” 

“Tam certain of it.” 

There was 2 moment of profound silence, during which 
each felt himself affected according to his disposition. 

“ This time,” said Athos, first breaking the silence, “ D’ Ar- 
tagnan has given us a good beginning, and it is that which 
we must write first.” 
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“The devil!” said Aramis; “you are right, Athos, and 
the composition is difficult. The chancellor himself would 
be puzzled to compose an epistle of this significance, and 
yet the chancellor draws up a criminal process very agree- 
ably. Never mind —be quiet— I will write.” 

Aramis took the pen, reflected for a few moments, and 
then wrote eight or ten lines in a charming little feminine 
hand; then, in a soft and slow voice, as if every word had 
been scrupulously weighed, he read as follows: 





“My Lorp,— The person who writes these few lines had 
the honor of crossing swords with you in a little inclosure 
in the Rue de l’nfer. As you have been kind enough, 
since, often to declare yourself the friend of that person, he 
is bound to acknowledge that friendship by an important 
warning. You have twice escaped being the victin of a 
near relation, whom you consider your heiress, because you 
know not that, before contracting her marriage in England, 
she had already been married in France. But the third 
time, which is this, you might become her victim. Your 
relation has left La Rochelle for England during the night. 
Watch for her arrival, for she has great and terrible designs. 
Ji you wish really to know of what she is capable, read her 
past life on her left shoulder.” 


“Well, that is admirable,” said Athos; “and you have 
the pen of a secretary of state, my dear Aramis. De 
Winteg will keep a good lookout now, provided he receives 
the letter; and should it ever fall into the hands of his 
eminence we could not be compromised. But as the valet 
whom we send might make us believe he had been to Lon- 
don, whilst he only stopped at Chatellerault, give him only 
half the sum, promising him the other half in exchange for 
the answer. Have you the diamond ?” continued Athos. 

“T have better than that,” replied D’Artagnan; “I have 
the money ;” and he threw the bag upon the table. 

At the sound of the gold Aramis lifted up his eyes, Por- 
thos started, and as for Athos, he remained unmoved, 
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“ How much is there in this little bag ? ” said he. 

Seven thousand livres, in louis of twelve francs.” 

“Seven thousand livres!” exclaimed Porthos. ‘“ Was 
that paltry little diamond worth seven thousand livres ? ” 

“So it seems,” said Athos, “since there they are. I pre- 
sume that our friend D’Artagnan has not put in any of his 
own.” 

“But, gentlemen,” continued D’Artagnan, “we forget 
the queen. Let us take some little care of the health of her 
dear Buckingham. It is the least that we owe her.” 

“That is true,” said Athos; “but this concerns Aramis.” 

“Well,” replied the latter, coloring, “what must I do?” 

“Why,” replied Athos, “it is very simple; just com- 
pose a second letter to that clever person who lives at 
Tours.” 

Aramis resumed the pen, began to reflect again, and wrote 
the following lines, which he submitted immediately to the 
approbation of his friends: 

“ My Dear Cousin ae 

“ Ah, ha!” said Athos, “this clever person is your rela- 
tion !” 

“ Cousin-german,” replied Aramis. 

Be it cousin, then.” 

Aramis continued : 





“My Dear Cousin, — His eminence the cardinal, whom 
may God preser\e for the happiness of France and the con- 
fusion of the enemies of the realm, is about to exterminate 
the rebellious heretics of La Rochelle. It is probable that 
the aid of the English fleet will not even arrive in time 
within sight of the place. I might almost venture to say 
that I am certain his grace of Buckingham will be prevented 
from leaving England by some preat event. His eminence 
is the most illustrious politician of time past, time present 
and most probably of time to come. He would extinguish 
the sun, if the sun were in his way. Give this happy intel- 
ligence to your sister, my dear cousin. I dreamed that thig 
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cursed Englishman was dead. Ido not remember whether 
it was by poison or the sword, only lam sure that he was 
dead; and you know that my dreams are always fulfilled. 
Be assured, therefore, that you will shortly see me return.” 


‘ Wonderfully good!” said Athos. “ You are the king of 
poets, my dear Aramis; you speak like the apocalypse, yet 
are as true as the gospel. There only remains, now, the 
address to put upon this letter.” 

‘That is easy enough,” said Aramis. 

He folded the letter in a coquettish manner and wrote: 

‘ Mademoiselle Michon, seamstress, at Tours.” 

_ The three friends looked at one another and laughed. 
They were caught. 

“ Now, gentlemen,” said Aramis, “you understand that 
Bazin alone can convey this letter to Tours. My cousin 
knows only Bazin and will trust to no one else. To send 
any other messenger would only insure a failure. Besides, 
Bazin 1s ambitious and learned. Lazin has read history, 
gentlemen; he knows that Sextus the Fifth became pope 
after having kept swine; and as he intends to enter the 
church at the same time with myself, he does not despair 
of becoming himself a pope, ur at any rate a cardinal. You 
will understand that a man who has such views will not 
allow himself to be caught, or, if he should be caught, will 
rather suffer martyrdom than speak.” 

“Very well,” said D’Artagnan, “I allow you Bazin with 
all my heart; only allow me Planchet. Her Ladyship once 
sent him away well cudgeled. Now Planchet has a good 
memory, and I promise you that if he thought revenge pos- 
sible, he would allow himself to be broken on the wheel 
rather than not effect it. If the business at Tours belongs 
peculiarly to you, that in London is peculiarly mine. So I 
entreat you to choose Planchet, who has also already been 
to London with me, and knows how to say very correctly: 
‘London, sir, if you please;’ and, ‘My master, Lord d’Ar- 
tagnan.’ You may be quite sure that with this knowledge 
he will find his way there and back.” 
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“Tn that case,” said Athos, “ Planchet must receive seven 
hundred livres for each half of his journey and Bazin three 
hundred. That will reduce the sum to five thousand livres. 
We shall each take a thousand livres to spend as we please, 
and we shall leave a fund of a thousand in the care of the 
abbé for extraordinary expenses and our common wants. 
What do you say to that?” 

“My dear Athos,” said Aramis, “you speak like Nestor, 
who was, as everybody knows, the wisest of the Greeks.” 

“Then it is settled,” continued Athos; “ Planchet and 
Jsazin will set off. After all, I am not sorry to keep Gri- 
maud; he is accustomed to my ways and I can depend upon 
him, Yesterday’s expedition must have rather shaken him 
already, and this voyage would undo him altogether.” 

Planchet was sent for to receive his instructions. He 
had already received some intimation of the journey from 
his master, who had announced to him, first, the glory, then 
the profit, and lastly, the danger. 

“T shall carry the letter in the lining of my coat,” said 
Planchet, “and swallow it if I am taken.” 

“But then you will be unable to perform your commis- 
sion,” said D’Artagnan. 

“You will give me a copy this evening which I shall 
know by heart to-morrow.” 

D’Artagnan looked at his friends, as much as to say: 
“Well, did I not tell you so?” 

“ Now,” coniinued he, addressing Planchet, “you have 
eight days to reach Lord de Winter and eight days to 
return here; that is sixteen days in all. If on the six- 
teenth day from your departure you have not arrived at 
eight o’clock in the evening, not a farthing more money 
shall you have, though you were only later by five minutes.” 

‘Then, sir,” said Planchet, “buy me a watch.” 

“ Here, take this,” said Athos, with heedless generosity, 
giving him his own, “and bea brave lad. Consider that if 
you talk, if you babble, if you loiter, you will sacrifice the 
head of your master, who has so much confidence in your 
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fidelity that he has answered for you tous. But remember, 
also, that if by any fault of yours any such calamity should 
come upon D’Artagnan, I will hunt you out wherever you 
may be and will completely perforate you.” 

“Oh, sir!” cried Planchet, humiliated at the suspicion and 
particularly alarmed by the calmness of the musketeer. 

‘ And I,” said Porthos, rolling his great eyes, ‘‘ remember 
that I will skin you alive.” 

iT Ah, sir ! I) 

‘ And IJ,” said Aramis, with his soft and melodious voice, 
“remember that I will roast you at a slow fire, as if you 
were an uncultivated savage.” 

Aly, ‘sir |”? 

And Planchet began to cry; but we cannot venture to 
say whether it was from terror on account of the threats he 
had heard or from being affected at seeing so close a union 
of hearts between the four friends. 

D’Artagnan took his hand. “You see, Planchet,” said 
he, “that these gentlemen speak thus from affection toward 
me; but notwithstanding all this, they esteem you.” 

“ Ah! sir,” said Planchet, “I shall either succeed or I 
shall be cut into quarters; and were I even quartered, you 
may rely upon it that not one piece of me will speak.” 

It was decided that Planchet should start the next day at 
eight in the morning, in order that, as he said, he might 
during the night have time to learn the letter by heart. 
He gained just twelve hours by this arrangement, as he was 
to return at eight o’clock in the evening of the sixteenth 
day. 

Just as he was about to mount his horse in the morning, 
D’Artagnan, who felt his heart incline toward Buckingham, 
took Planchet aside. 

“ Listen,” said he: “ When you have delivered your letter 
to Lord de Winter and he has read it, say to him, ‘ Watch 
over the Duke of Buckingham, for they are seeking to 
assassinate him.’ But this, do you see, Planchet, is a thing 
of such momentous importance that I would not even con- 
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fess to my friends that I have confided the secret to you; 
and even for a captain’s commission I would not write it 
down.” 

“ Be easy, sir,” said Planchet ; “you shall see whether you 
can trust me.” 

Mounted on an excellent horse, which he was to leave at 
twenty leagues from La Rochelle, to take the post, Planchet 
went off at a gallop, his heart a little shaken by the threats 
of the musketeers, but, on the whole, in a most favorable 
state cf mind. | 

Bazin left the next morning for Tours and was allowed 
eight days for his expedition. 

The four friends, during the whole time of their absence, 
had, as may well be supposed, their eyes more than ever on 
the watch, their noses in the wind and their ears upon the 
alert. The days were consumed in trying to catch every 
report, to watch the motions of the cardinal and to scent 
out the couriers who arrived. More than once an uncon- 
querable anxiety seized them on being sent for on some 
unexpected service. ‘They had also to be watchful of their 
own safety: Her Ladyship was a phantom, who, having once 
appeared to any one, would never more allow him to sleep 
in tranquillity. 

On the morning of the eighth day, Bazin, fresh as ever 
and smiling as usual, entered the room at the Parpaillot 
just as the four friends were goiug to breakfast, saying, 
according to ths agreement they had made: 

‘ M. Aramis, here is the answer from your cousin.” 

The four friends exchanged a joyful glance. Half their 
work was done; it is true that it was the shortest and the 
easiest half. 

Aramis took the letter, blushing in spite of himself. The 
writing was vulgar and the spelling wretched. 

“Good God,” said he, laughing, “I decidedly despair of 
her. This poor Michon will never write like M. de Voi- 
ture!” | 

‘Who does that mean —‘this poor Michon?’” asked 
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the Swiss, who was getting into a gossip with the four 
friends when the letter was brought. 

Oh, my God! less than nothing,” replied Aramis. “ She 
is a charming little seamstress with whom I was very much 
in love and from whom I have begged a few lines in her 
own handwriting, by way of remembrance.” 

“gad!” said the Swiss, ‘if she is as ladylike as her 
own penmanship you must be a happy fellow, comrade.” 

Aramis read the letter and handed it to Athos. 

“ Just see what she writes, Athos,” said he. 

Athos threw a glance over the letter and then, to destroy 
any suspicions which might have been awakened, read it 
aloud : 


“ Cousin, — My sister and I understand dreams very well, 
and we are shockingly frightened at them; but of yours it 
may be said, I hope—all dreams are false. Adieu! Take 
care of yourself and let us hear of you from time to time. 

“ AaLaE Micion.” 


‘ What dream is she talking about?” asked the dragoon, 
who had come up whilst they were reading the letter. 

‘Yes, what dream?” said the Swiss. 

“Oh! Egad!” said Aramis, “it is plain enough: about a 
dreain of mine that I told them.” 

“Ah, yes,” said the Swiss; “it is quite natural to tell one’s 
dreams; but for my part I never dream at all.” 

“ You are very fortunate,” said Athos, rising, “and I wish 
I could say the same thing.” 

“ Never,” repeated the Swiss, delighted that a man like 
Athos should envy him in anything; “never, never!” 

D’Artagnan, seeing Athos rise, did the same, took his arm 
and left the room. 

Porthos and Aramis remained behind to face the gossip 
of the Swiss and the dragoon. 

As for Bazin, he went to sleep upon a truss of straw, ana 
as he had more imagination than the Swiss, he dreamed that 
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M. Aramis, who had become pope, was placing on his head 
a cardinal’s hat. 

But as we have already said, Bazin had by his happy 
return removed only a part of the uneasiness which tor- 
mented the four friends. The days of expectation are 
always long, and D’Artagnan, especially, could have sworn 
that each of these days was eight-and-forty hours long. He 
forgot the unavoidable delays of navigation; he exaggerated ° 
the power of Her Ladyship; he gave to this woman, who 
appeared to him to resemble a demon, auxiliaries as super- 
natural as herself; and he fancied at every noise that they 
were coming to arrest him or were bringing Planchet to be 
confronted with himself and his friends. And more than 
that, his extraordinary confidence in the worthy Picard 
diminished day by day. This anxiety was so powerful that 
it affected Porthos and Aramis. Athos alone remained 
unmoved, as though no danger filled the air around him and 
he breathed in his habitual atmosphere. 

On the sixteenth day particularly, these signs of agitation 
were so perceptible in )’Artagnan and his two friends that 
they could not remain in one place and wandered about like 
shadows on the road by which Planchet was expected to 
return. 

“ Really,” said Athos, “you are not men, you are only 
children, to let a woman frighten you so much, And, after 
all, what is that you fear? To beimprisoned ? Well, we 
should be released from prison, as Madame Bonancieux has 
been. To be beheaded? Why, we gladly expose ourselves 
every day in the trenches to worse than that, for a bullet 
might break a leg; and I am quite sure that a surgeon puts 
one to more pain in amputating a thigh, than an executioner 
in cutting off one’s head. So wait calmly; in two, four, six 
hours at the latest, Planchet will be here. He has given us 
his promise, and I for my part have great confidence in the 
promise of Planchet, who seems to me a very werthy lad.” 

“ But if he should not come?” said D’Artagnan. 

“Well, and if he should not come he has been delayed, 
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that’s all, He may have fallen from his horse; he may 
have made a somersault over a bridge; he may have brought 
on pleurisy by running too quickly. Come, gentlemen, let 
us allow for accident. Life is a long chaplet of little mis 
eries which the philosopher shakes with a laugh. Be 
philosophers lke me, gentlemen; come around the table 
and let us drink. Nothing gives the future so rosy a hue 
‘as to look at it through a glass of chambertin.” 

“That 1s all very good,” replied D’Artagnan; “but I am 
weary of imagining every time I drink that the wine may 
have come from Her Ladyship’s cellar.” 

“You are very fastidious,” said Athos. ‘Such a beauti- 
ful woman !” 

“ A woman with a brand!” said Porthos, with his horse- 
laugh. | 

Athos started, passed his hand over his forehead to wipe 
off the perspiration, and arose in his turn, with a nervous 
agitition that he was unable to restrain. 

The day, however, glided on and the evening came more 
slowly, but at last it did come. The taverns were full of 
customers. Athos, who had pocketed his share of the 
diamond, now searcely ever left the Parpaillot. He had 
found in M. de Busigny, who, moreover, had given them a 
superb dinner, a partner worthy of himself. They were 
playing together, according to custom, when the clock struck 
seven; they heard the patrols passing on their way to double 
the sentinels. At half-past seven the drums beat the 
retreat, 

“We are lost,” whispered D’Artagnan in Athos’s ear. 

“You mean to say that we have lost,” replied Athos with 
great tranquillity, drawing at the same time ten pistoles 
from his pocket and throwing them upon the table. “Come, 
gentlemen,” continued he, “that is the last drum; let us 
go to bed.” 

And Athos left the Parpaillot, followed by D’Artagnan. 
Aramis came behind, giving his arm to Porthos; Aramis 
was mouthing verses, and Porthos from time to time tore a 
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few hairs from his mustache in token of despair. But 
behold, suddenly in the darkness there appeared the shadow 
of a form familiar to D’Artagnan and a well-known voice 
said to him, — 

“Sir, | have brought you your cloak, for it is cold this 
evening.” 

“Planchet!” exclaimed D’ Artagnan, intoxicated with joy. 

‘ Planchet!” exclaimed Aramis and Porthos. 

‘ Well — yes, Planchet,” said Athos; “ what is there sur- 
prising in that? He promised tobe back by eight o’clock 
and it is now just striking eight. Lravo, Planchet! you 
are a man of your word, and if ever you leave your master 
I shall keep a place for you in my service.” 

Oh, no, never!” said Planchet; “I shall never oe M. 
d’ Artagnan. “ 

And at the same moment D’Artagnan felt Planchet slip 
a small note into his hand. 

D’Artagnan had a great longing to embrace Planchet, but 
he was afraid such a mark of delight conferred upon his 
valet in the public street would look rather odd to any 
passer-by, so he restrained himself. “I have got the letter,” 
said he to Athos and his friends. 

“Very well,” said Athos, “let us go to our quarters and 
read it.” 

The letter burnt the hand of D’Artagnan. He wished to 
hurry on, but Athos kept a firm hold of his arm and the 
young man was compelled to regulate his speed by that of 
his friend. 

They reached their tent at last and lighted a lamp; and 
whilst Planchet stood at the door to see that the four friends 
were not interrupted, D’Artagnan with a trembling hand 
broke the seal and opened the long-looked-for letter. 

It contained half a line of writing, truly British, and of 
a brevity truly Spartan: 


“Thank you; be easy.” 
Athos took the letter from D’Artagnan’s hand, put it to 
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the lamp, lighted it, and did not quit his hold until it was 
reduced to ashes. Then, calling Planchet: 

“Now, my boy,” said he, “ you have a right to the other 
seven hundred livres; but you did not run much risk with 
such a letter as that.” 

“ Nevertheless, I have invented a great many ways of 
securing it,” replied Planchet. 

‘ Well,” said D’ Artagnan, “tell us all about it.” 

“ But it is a long story, sir,” answered he. 

“You are right, Planchet,”’ said Athos; “ besides, the last 
drum has sounded and we shall be observed if we burn our 
light longer than other people.” 

“ Well, then, let us go to bed,” said D’Artagnan; “sleep 
well, Planchet! ” 

Faith, sir, it will be the first time in sixteen days.” 

« And for me also,” said 1)’ Artagnan. 

“ And for me, too!” exclaimed Porthos. 

And me, too!” re-echoed Aramis. 

Well, shall I confess the truth ? and for me, too!” said 
Athos. 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 


FATALITY. 


In the meantime Milady — intoxicated with rage and 
roaring on the vessel’s deck like an excited lioness — had 
been even tempted to cast herself into the sea; for she 
could not bring herself to brook the thought that she had 
been insulted by D’Artagnan and threatened by Athos, and 
was now quitting France without having obtained revenge. 
So insupportable had this idea at last become that, at the 
risk of the most terrible consequences to herself, she had 
entreated the captain to land her on the French coast. But 
the captain, anxious to escape from his false position — 
where he was placed between the English and French 
cruisers, like a bat between the rats and birds — was in 
great haste to reach England. He obstinately refused, 
therefore, to obey what he regarded as the whim of a 
capricious woman. He promised, however, to his passen- 
ger, who had been particularly recommended to his care by 
the cardinal, to land her at some port in Brittany, either 
Brest or Lorient, should the weather and the French per- 
mit. But in the meantime the wind was contrary and the 
sea rough; they tacked about continually, and nine days 
after her departure from Clarente, Her Ladyship, pale from 
grief and rage, saw only the blue shores of Finisterre, 

She calculated that to traverse that angle of France and 
return to the cardinal would take her at least three days: 
add one day for landing, and that would make four. Add 
these four to the nine already elapsed and here were thir- 
teen lost days—thirteen days, during which so many 
important events might have occurred in London. She con- 
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sidered that the cardinal would undoubtedly be furious at 
her return and consequently would be more disposed to 
listen to any accusations which might be made against her 
than to those which she might make against others. She 
therefore did not renew her entreaties and permitted the 
captain to carry her past Lorient and Brest; and he on his 
part was careful not to remind her of her wishes. She thus 
continued her voyage, and on the very day that Planchet 
embarked at Portsmouth to return to France, the messen- 
ger of his eminence entered the port triumphantly. 

The whole town was in a state of extraordinary excite- 
ment. Four large ships, recently built, had just been 
launched into the sea, Standing on the jetty, covered with 
gold and glittering as usual with diamonds and precious 
stones, his hat adorned with a white plume which drooped 
upon his shoulder, Buckingham was visible, surrounded by 
a staff almost as brilliant as himself. 

It was one of those few and fine summer days when 
Englishmen remember that there is a sun, The pale but 
still splendid luminary was just dropping below the hori- 
zon, making the heavens and the sea crimson with bands of 
fire and casting a last golden ray on the towers and the old 
buildings of the town, the windows of which gleamed as 
with the reflection of a conflagration. Her Ladyship—as 
she inhaled the sea breeze, which is fresher and more balmy 
in the vicinity of land, and as she contemplated all those 
mighty preparations which she was ordered to destroy and 
all the might of that armament against which she, a woman, 
had come to contend alone, with a few bags of gold — men- 
tally compared herself to Judith, the fearful Jewess, when 
she penetrated into the camp of the Assyrians and saw the 
enormous mass of chariots, of horses, of men, and of arms, 
which one movement of her hand was to dissipate like a 
cloud of smoke, 

They entered the Roads, but just as they were making 
ready to cast anchor, a small, strongly armed cutter pre- 
sented itself as a const-guard, approached the merchant- 
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vessel and put off its boat, which was steered toward them. 
The boat contained an officer, a lieutenant and eight men. 
The officer alone came on board, where he was received 
with all the respect which his uniform inspired. 

The officer conversed for a few minutes with the captain 
and inspected some papers which he brought with him; and 
then on the captain’s order all the crew and passengers of 
the vessel were mustered upon the deck. When this had 
been done the officer inquired aloud as to where the brig had 
come from, what had been its course, and where it had put 
in; and to all these questions the captain replied satisfac- 
torily, without hesitation or difficulty. The officer then 
began to examine all the persons on deck, one after the 
other, and stopping at Her Ladyship, he looked at her very 
earnestly, but without uttering a single word. 

Having returned to the captain and made some new com- 
munication to him, the officer, as if he had uow taken 
command of the vessel, gave an order wnich the crew imme- 
diately executed. By this means the vessel was put avain 
in motion, but it was still escorted by the little cutter, 
which kept beside it, menacing its broadside with the 
mouths of her cannons; the boat followed in the vessel’s 
wake, an object scarcely visible behind the enormous mass. 

Whilst the officer had been examining Her Ladyship, she, 
as may well be imagined, had on her side not failed to 
scrutinize hin most intently. But bowever much this 
woman with her eye of flame was accustomed to read the 
hearts of those whose secret she wished to discover, she had 
found at last a countenance so perfectly impassible that no 
‘insight followed her investigation. 

The officer who stood before her and silently studied her 
with so much care might be about twenty-six years of age. 
He had a very fair complexion, with blue eyes, rather 
deeply set. His fine and clear-cut mouth continued per- 
fectly motionless in its classic lines. His well developed 
chin denoted that strength of will which in the prevailing 
English character is commonly no better than obstinacy, 
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and his slightly receding forehead — such as is accorded to 
poets, to enthusiasts and to soldiers —was scantily shaded 
by short, thin hair, which, as well as the beard that covered 
the lower part of his face, was of a deep chestnut color. 

When they entered the harbor it was already dark. The 
fog increased the obscurity and formed around the lanterns 
of the ships and jetties a circle similar to that which sur- 
rounds the moon when it threatens rainy weather. The air 
was melancholy, damp and cold. 

Her Ladyship, firm as she was, felt herself shivering, in 
spite of all her efforts. 

The officer had had all of Her Ladyship’ s packages 
pointed out to him and ordered them to be put into the 
boat; after which, offering his hand to assist her, he 
requested her to descend herself. 

Her Ladyship looked at the man and hesitated. 

“Who are you, sir,” said she, “who are so good as to 
trouble yourself so particularly about me ?” 

“You may see, madame, from my uniform, that I am an 
officer in the English navy,” replied the young man. 

* But is it usual for the officers of the English navy to put 
themselves at the command of their countrywomen when 
they approach a British port and to display their gallantry 
so far as to conduct them on shore?” 

“ Yes, Milady, it is the custom — not from gallantry, but 
prudence — that in time of war strangers must be conducted 
to a certain appointed hotel, in order that they may, until 
every information be obtained concerning them, remain under 
the inspection of the government.” 

These words were uttered with the most exact politeness 
and the most perfect calmness and yet they did not convince 
Her Ladyship. 

“But I am not a foreigner, sir,” said she, in an accent 
as pure as was ever uttered between Portsmouth and Man- 
chester. “My name is Lady Clarick, and this proceed- 
ing 93 

“This proceeding is general, Milady, and you will in 
Vain endeavor to escape it.” 
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“T will follow you, then, sir.” 

And accepting the officer’s hand, she began to descend the 
ladder, at the bottom of which the boat was waiting. ‘The 
officer followed her. A large cloak was spread in the stern; 
the officer made her seat herself on it and placed himself at 
her side. 

“Give way!” said he to the sailors. 

The eight oars all fell into the water at the saime listant 
and the boat seemed to fly along the surface of the ses. In 
five minutes they reached the shore. The ofticer sprang 
upon the quay and gave his hand to Her Ladyship. <A 
carrlage was waiting for them. 

“Ts this carriage for us?” demanded the lady. 

“Yes, madame,” replied the officer. 

«Then the hotel is at some distance ?” 

“ At the other end of the town.” 

“ Let us go,” said Her Ladyship. 

She then entered the carriage with a resolute step. 

Having superintended the safe packing of the baggage, 
the officer took his place beside Her Ladyship and closed 
the carriage door. 

Then, without any orders being given to him or any 
indication where he was to go, the coachman set off at a 
gallop and was soon threading the streets of the town. 

So strange a reception naturally supphed Her Ladyship 
with abundant matter for reflection. And seelag that tle 
young officer did not appear at all inclined to enter into con- 
versation, she leaned back in one of the cornersof the carriage 
and reviewed through her mind, one after the other, all the 
suppositions which came to her. 

But in about a quarter of an hour, surprised at the length 
of their journey, she looked out of the window to observe 
where they were going. She could no longer see any houses, 
but trees were visible in the darkness like vast black phan- 
toms, chasing one another. 

Milady shuddered. 

“ But we have left the town, sir,” said she. 
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The young officer remained silent. 

‘T positively declare, sir, that I will go no further if you 
do not tell me whither you are conveying me.” 

This threat produced no reply. 

“Ah, it 1s too much!” exclaimed Her Ladyship. “ Help, 
help!” 

No voice responded to her cries. The carriage continued 
its rapid course. The officer seemed to be a statue. 

T{er Ladyship gazed on the officer with one of those ter- 
rible glances which were peculiar to her own face and which 
so rarely failed of their effect. Passion made her eyes posi- 
tively sparkle in the gloom, but the young man continued 
perfectly immovable. 

She then attempted to open the door and throw herself 
out. 

“Take care, madame,” coldly observed the young man; 
“you will kill yourself if you leap out.” 

The lady resumed her seat, foaming with rage. The 
officer leaned forward, looked at her in his turn, and seemed 
surprised to find a countenance, before so beautiful, now so 
convulsed with rage as to have become almost hideous. The 
vrafty creature, comprehending that she should sacrifice her 
own interests by thus betraying her true nature, at once 
composed her features and in a beseeching voice said : 

‘ or Heaven’s sake, sir, tell me if it be to yourself, or to 
your government, or to an enemy, that I am to impute this 
violence that is inflicted on me?” 

‘‘No violence is inflicted, madame, and that which has 
befallen you is the result of a very simple measure which 
we are forced to pursue toward all those who land in Eng- 
land.” 

“Then you do not know me, sir?” 

“Tt is the first time that I have had the honor of seeing 
you,” 

“And, upon your honor, you have no cause of enmity 
against me?” 

‘“ None whatever, I swear!” - 
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There was so much calmness, so much serenity, so much 
gentleness in the young man’s voice, that Her Ladyship was 
reassured, : 

At last, after about an hour’s journey, the carriage stopped 
at an iron gate at the entrauce of a narrow road, which led 
to a gloomy looking, massive and isolated castle. And as 
the carriage wheels rolled over a soft gravel Her Ladyship 
heard a mighty roaring which she recognized as the sound of 
the sea breaking upon a rocky coast. 

The carriage passed under two arches and stopped at last 
in a square and gloomy courtyard. The door was almost 
immediately opened, the young officer leaped lightly out, pre- 
sented his hand to Her Ladyship, who leaned upon it and 
got out, in her turn, with great calmness. 

“So, I am a prisoner,” said she, looking around, and 
then fixing her eyes on the young wan with the most 
gracious smile imaginable, “ But it will not be for long, I 
alin certain,” added she. “My own conscience and your 
politeness give me that assurance, sir.” 

Flattering as the compliment might be, the officer made 
no reply, but drawing from his pocket a small silver whis- 
tle, like those used by boatswains on board of men-of-war, 
he sounded it three times, in three different modulations. 
Several men immediately appeared; they unharnessed the 
horses and took the carriage into a coach-house. 

The officer, still preserving the same calm politeness, 
invited his prisoner to enter the castle. The latter, with 
the same smile upon her countenance, took his arm and 
passed with him under a low arched doorway, which led 
them through a vault lighted only at the end, to a stone 
staircase, winding around a pillar of the same material. 
They then stopped before a massive door, which, upon the 
application of a key that the young man carried, slowly 
swung upon its hinges and opened into the apartment 
intended for Her Ladyship. 

With one glance the ‘prisoner scanned the minutest 
particulars of this room. It was a chamber, the furniture 
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of which was at the same time very suitable for a prison 
and very severe for the habitation of the free. But the 
bars to the windows and the locks outside the doors decided 
the question in favor of the prison. For an instant this 
creature, although hardened from the most vigorous sources, 
lost all her strength of mind. She sank into a seat, folded 
her arms, drooped her head and waited in momentary 
expectation of seeing a judge enter to examine her. 

Dut no one came except two or three marines, who 
brought in her baggage, and having deposited it in a corner, 
withdrew without uttering a word. 

‘The officer presided over all these details with the same 
calinness which Her Ladyship had invariably observed, not 
speaking a syllable and enforcing obedience merely by a 
gesture of his hand or a note from his whistle. One would 
have said that between this man and his inferiors vocal 
language either had never existed or had become un- 
necessary. 

lIer Ladyship could at last no longer restrain herself and 
she thus broke the silence: 

“In Heaven’s name, sir,” she exclaimed, “what does all 
this mean? Resolve my perplexity; I have courage to 
face any danger which I can see coming, any misfortune 
which I understand. Where am I and why am I here? 
Am I free? Wherefore these bars and doors? Am I a 
prisoner? What crime have I committed ?” 

“You are here, madame, in the apartment destined for 
you. I was ordered to go and arrest you at sea and to 
conduct you to this castle. I have accomplished that order, 
I believe, with the rigid exactness of an officer, but at the 
Same time with the courtesy of a gentleman. There ter- 
minates, at least, for the present, the charge with which 
I have been intrusted concerning you. The remainder 
devolves upon another person.” 

“And this other person— who is he?” demanded Her 
Tadyship; “can you not tell me his name?” 

As she spoke, the clashing of spurs was heard upon the 
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staircase; some voices passed by and were lost in the dis. 
tance, and the sound of a solitary step approached the 
door. 

“That person is now here, madame,” said the officer, 
standing on one side and assuming an attitude of sub 
mission and respect. 

At the same instant the door opened and a man appeared 
upon the threshold. He was without hat, carried a sword 
at his side, and was rumplng a handkerchief between his 
fingers. 

Her Ladyship thought that she recognized this shadow 
in the gloom, and supporting herself with one hand on the 
arm of the chair, she bent forward her head, in order, as it 
were, to meet a certainty. 

The stranger slowly approached and as he advanced and 
gradually came within range of the light emitted by the 
lamp, Her Ladyship involuntarily recoiled. And then, when 
she had no longer any doubt: 

«What! my brother!” she exclaimed, overwhelmed with 
astonishment, “is it you?” 

“ Ves, fair lady,” replied Lord de Winter, making her a 
bow, half courteous and half ironical, “myself.” 

« But then, this castle -——” 

“Ts mine.” 

«This apartment ———” 

“Ts yours.” 

“Then [ am your prisoner ? ” 

Or something very like it.” 

“ But it is a frightful abuse of power.” 

“No hard words, madame; let us sit down and have 
some quiet talk, as is suitable between brother and sister.” 

Then turning toward the door and perceiving that the 
young officer awaited his final orders: 

“Tt is all right,” said he, “i thank you. Now leave us, 
Mr, Felton.” 


k 
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CHAPTER LI. 


A CHAT BETWEEN A BROTHER AND A SISTER, 


Durina the time which Lord de Winter occupied in 
shutting and bolting the door and moving a seat beside 
the easy-chair of his sister-in-law, Her Jadyship was 
thoughtfully directing her glance into the depths of pos- 
sibility and discovering the whole of that plot of which 
she could form no conception so long as she continued 
ignorant of the person into whose hands she had unhap- 
pily fallen. She knew her brother-in-law to be a true 
rentleman, fond of the chase, playing freely, and gallant 
with regard to women, but of powers below the average 
with respect to intrigues. How had he been able to know 
of her arrival and to have her arrested, and why did he 
desire to retain her? 

Athos had said a few words which proved that her con- 
versation with the cardinal had been heard by other ears; 
but she could not imagine that he could so promptly and 
so boldly have dug a countermine. She rather feared that 
her former proceedings in England had been discovered. 
Buckingham might have guessed that it was she who had 
cut off his diamond studs and have sought to avenge him- 
self for that petty treachery. But Buckingham was incapa- 
ble of any extremities against a woman, especially if that 
woman was supposed to have been actuated by a sentiment 
of jealousy. 

This supposition appeared the most probable: she 
thought that they wished to revenge the past and not to 
anticipate the future. 

However, she congratulated herself on having fallen into 
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the hands of her brother-in-law, whom she hoped easily to 
manage, rather than into those of a direct enemy. 

‘Yes, brother, let us have a talk,” she said, with a sort of 
sprightliness, determined as she was to draw from this con- 
versation, in spite of all the dissimulation which Lord de 
Winter might bring to it, such information as she needed to 
regulate her future conduct. 

‘You have made up your mind, then, to return to England,” 
suid Lord de Winter, “in spite of the determination you so 
often expressed to me in Paris never again to set your foot 
upon the territory of Great Britain ! ” 

Her Ladyship replied to this question by another : 

‘First tell me,” said she, “how you could manage to have 
me watched so closely as not only to know beforehand that 
I was coming, but also the day, the hour, and the port where 
I should land ? ” 

Lord de Winter adopted the same tactics as Her Ladyship, 
thinking that, as his sister-in-law employed them, they were 
undoubtedly the best. 

“But tell me yourself, my dear sister, for what purpose 
you are come to England ?” 

‘ Why, I have come to see you,” replied the lady, igno- 
rant how much she aggravated by this answer the suspicions 
which D’Artagnan’s letter had excited in her brother-in-law’s 
mind, and only wishing to captivate the kindness of her audi- 
tor by a lie. 

“Oh! to see me!” said Lord de Winter, sneeringly. 

« Assuredly, to see you. What is there surprising in 
that ?” 

“ And you had no other motive in coming to England but 
to see me?” 

igs No,” 

“Then it is for my sake alone that you have given your 
self the trouble to cross the channel ? ” 

‘For you alone.” 

“T’faith, your tenderness is excessive, my dear sister.” 

“Butam I not your nearest relative ?” demanded the lady 
un a tone of the most touching simplicity. 
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* And also my scle heiress, are you not?” said Lord de 
Winter in turn, fixing his eyes upon those of Her Ladyship; 
“that is to say, through your son.” 

Great as was her power of self-command Her Ladyship 
could not refrain from starting; and as, in uttering these 
last words, Lord de Winter had laid his hand upon his sis- 
ter’s arm, this start had not escaped him. 

In truth, the blow was both direct and deep. The first 
idea in the lady’s mind was that Kitty had betrayed her and 
had disclosed to the baron that interested aversion of which 
she had imprudently permitted the manifestations to escape 
her before her maid; and shealso recollected the furious and 
impolitic attack which she had made on D’Artagnan after 
he had saved her brother-in-law’s life. 

“T do not understand what you mean, my lord,” said she, 
wishing to gain time and to make her adversary talk; ‘is 
there some hidden meaning in your words ? ” 

“Oh, no,” said Lord de Winter, with apparent good-humor ; 
‘you wish to see meand you come to England. lam informed 
of this wish, orrather I suspect that you feel it, and to spare 
you all the inconvenience attending a nocturnal arrival in the 
harbor and all the fatigues of a landing, I send one of my 
officers to meet you. I put a carriage at your command and 
he brings you here to this castle, of which I am the governor, 
where Iam every day, and where, to satisfy our mutual desire 
of seeing each other, I have had an apartment prepared for 
your reception. What is there in all this more surprising 
than in what you have told me?” 

“No; but what surprises me is that you should have 
received previous intelligence of my arrival.” 

“And yet it is the simplest thing in the world, my dear 
sister. Did you not observe that on entering the Roads, the 
captain of your little vessel sent forward his log-book and 
tle register of his passengers and crew, that he might obtain 
permission to enter the port? Iam the governor of the har- 
bor; this book was brought to me and I recognized your 
name My heart teld ine wont your speech has just con 
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firmed —that is to say, your motive for thus braving the 
dangers of a voyage so perilous, or at any rate so fatiguing, 
at this season; and Isent out my cutter toescort you You 
know what followed.” 

Her Ladyship was satisfied that his lordship lied and she 
was only the more alarmed. 

“Brother,” said she, “was not that the Duke of Bucking- 
ham whom I saw on the jetty as I landed ? ” 

“ Himself,” replied Lord de Winter. “Oh! I can well 
imagine that the sight of him would strike you. You came 
irom a country where they must think a good deal about 
him, and I know that his armaments against France engage 
much of the attention of your friend the cardinal!” 

“ My friend the cardinal ! ” exclaimed the lady, perceiving 
that on this point also, as on the other, Lord de Winter 
seemed to be equally well informed. 

“Ts he not your friend, then ?” carelessly inquired the 
baron, “Oh! pardon me; I thought he was. But we will 
talk of his grace hereafter. Let us not abandon the senti- 
mental turn which the conversation had taken You came, 
you say, to see me?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, I have told you that your wish shall be gratified 
and that we shall see each other every day.” 

‘‘Must I then remain here forever ? ” demanded the lady, 
with some degree of dread. 

“Do you find yourself badly lodged here, my dear sister ? 
Ask for what you want and I will hasten to provide it.” 

“ But I have neither my own women nor my servants with 
me here.” 

“ You shall have everything you want of that kind) Only 
tell me what kind of establishment your first husband kept 
for you and, although I am but your brother-in-law, I shall 
arrange your present home upon a similar footing.” 

“My first husband!” exclaimed the lady, looking at Lord 
de Winter with wildness in her eyes. 

“Yes, your French husband —I do not mean my own 
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brother. But if you have forgotten it, as he is still alive, I 
can write to him and he will send me the necessary informa- 
tion on the subject.” 

Cold drops rolled down Her Ladyship’s forehead. 

“ You are jesting,” said she, in a hoarse voice. 

“Do I look like it?” inquired the baron, rising, and re- 
treating one step. 

“ Or rather, you mean to insult me,” continued she, cou- 
vulsively grasping the arms of her chair, and raising herself 
by that means. 

“T insult you,” said Lord de Winter, contemptuously ; 
“and do you really think that possible, madame ? ” 

“Sir,” said Her Ladyship, “ you are either arunk or mad. 
Leave me and send mea woman.” 

“Women are very indiscreet, my dear sister. Cannot I 
Serve you as a waiting-naid ? and thus all our secrets will 
remain in the family.” 

“ Tnsolent fellow!” exclaimed Her Ladyship. Then, as if 
moved by a spring, she bounded toward the baron, who 
awaited her with calmness, yet with a hand upon the hilt of 
his sword. 

“ Ah, ah!” said he, “I know that you have a habit of assas- 
sinating people; but I will defend myself, I warn you, even 
against you.” 

“ Ah! you are right,” said the lady, “and you look toa me 
like one who is coward enough to raise his hand against a 
woman !” 

“ And if that were to happen J should have an excuse. 
Besides, mine would not be the first man’s hand that had 
been laid upon you, I imagine.” 

And the baron, by a slow accusing gesture, pointed to the 
lady’s left shoulder, which he almost touched with his 
finger. 

Her Ladyship uttered a hoarse cry and retreated to the 
further corner of the room, like a panther drawing back 
before its spring 

‘Oh, roar as much as you please!” exclaimed Lord de 
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Winter, “ only do not try to bite; for I warn you that would 
only prove the worse for you. There are no lawyers here 
who regulate succession beforehand, there is no knight- 
errant who will pick up a quarrel with me for the sake of 
the fair lady whom I keep imprisoned; but I have here 
judges, who will dispose of a woman who, being already 
married, was shameless enough to intrude herself into the 
family of my elder brother, Lord de Winter; and these 
judges will hand you over to an executioner who will make 
your two shoulders alike.” 

The eyes of Her Ladyship shot forth such lightning glances 
that, although he was an armed man before an unarmed 
woman, he felt the chill of fear penetrating to his very soul. 
Nevertheless, he continued, but with increasing fury: 

“Ves, I understand: after having inherited my brother’s 
property, you would like to inherit mine also; but be assured 
beforehand, though you may be able to assassinate me or to 
have me assassinated, my precautions are already taken — 
not one penny of what I possess shall come either into your 
hands or into those of your son. Are you not already 
wealthy enough in the enjoyment of nearly half a million 
and could you not pause in your fatal course, if you do not 
really do wickedness from an unbounded and intense love of 
it? Oh, I swear to you, if my brother’s memory were not 
still sacred to me, you should be sent to rot in some dungeon 
of the state or to satiate the curiosity of the mobat Tyburn ! 
I shall, however, »e silent; but you must learn to endure 
your confinement in tranquillity. In a fortnight or three 
weeks I shall set out with the army for La Rochelle; on 
the evening before my departure you will be sent on board 
a vessel, which I shall see set sail and which will convey 
you to one of our southern colonies; and you may rely upon 
it that I shall put you in charge of a companion who will 
blow out your brains on the first attempt that you may 
make to return to England or to the Continent.” 

Her Ladyship listened with an attention that expanded 
the pupils of her burning eyes. 
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“Yes,” continued Lord de Winter, “but at present you 
will continue in this castle; the walls are thick, the doors 
are strong, the bars are solid; and besides, your window 
looks directly down into the sea. My ship’s company, who 
are devoted to me in life and death, keep guard around this 
chamber and command every passage that conducts into the 
courtyard; and even there you will find three iron-grated 
doors, to pass through which the watchword is requisite; the 
orders are precise —a step, a motion, or a word on your 
part which bears the semblance of an intention to escape, 
will draw their fire upon you. If you should be killed, 
English justice ought, | think, to be grateful to me for hav- 
ing spared her some trouble Ah! your features have 
assumed their calmness and your countenance regains its 
confidence. ‘Ten days or a fortnight,’ you say to your- 
self; ‘Bah! by that time some idea will suggest itself to 
my inventive mind. I have an infernal disposition, and 
shall find some victim. Within a fortnight from this time 
I shall have escaped from here.’ Try your fortune!” 

Finding her thoughts thus plainly read, Her Ladyship dug 
her nails into her flesh that she might deprive her face of 
every expression save that of agony. 

Lord de Winter continued : 

“As to the officer who is in command here during my 
wbsence, you have seen him; therefore you already know 
him. You are aware that he can keep to his instructions, 
for you did not travel from Portsmouth without trying to 
make him talk. What think youof him? Could a marble 
statue be more passionless or mute? You have already 
tried the power of your seductions over many men and 
unfortunately you have always succeeded; but try them 
now on this man and, by Jove! if you succeed, I shall 
believe you to be the very fiend himself.” 

He went toward the door and opened it suddenly. 

‘Call Mr. Felton,” said he. “ Wait a moment, madame, 
and I shall recommend you to his care.” 

During the strange silence which then reigned between 
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them the sound of a slow and regular step was heard 
approaching. In the shadow of the corridor a human form 
was s00n apparent and the young lieutenant with whom we 
have already been made acquainted stood at the door, await- 
ing the baron’s orders. 

“Come in, my dear John,” said Lord de Winter, “come 
in and shut the door.” 

The young officer entered the room. 

“Now,” said the baron, “look at this woman. She is 
young and beautiful; she has every earthly fascination ; 
but she is a monster, who at twenty-five years of age has 
committed as many crimes as you could read off in a year in 
the archives of our tribunals. Her voice prepossesses you 
in her favor; her beauty enthralls her victims; and in 
justice to her be it said that her body pays what she has 
promised. She will attempt to seduce you, perhaps to kill 
you. I have rescued you from misery, Felton; I have had 
you made lieutenant; I have once saved your life—you 
remember on what occasion ; I am not only your protector, 
but your friend — not only your benefactor, but your father. 
This woman has come to England to plot against my life. 
I hold the serpent in my power. Well, I call you here and 
I say to you, ‘My dear I’elton —John, my son — defend 
me, and guard yourself especially from this woman. Swear 
that you will preserve her for the punishment she deserves! 
John Felton, I trust your word; John Felton, I confide in 
your honor.’ ” 

“ My lord,” answered the young officer, exhibiting on his 
open face all the hatred he could find in his heart, “1 swear 
to you that everything shall be done as you desire.” 

Her Ladyship received this look like a resigned victim. It 
was Impossible to see a softer or more submissive expression 
than that which then reigned over her beautiful face. 
Scarcely could Lord de Winter himself recognize the tigress 
which he had the instant before almost prepared to fight. 

“She must never leave this room —do you hear, John ?” 
continued the baron; “she must have no communication 
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with any one; she must speak to no one but yourself, if, 
indeed, you will do her the honor to talk to her.” 

“Tt is quite enough, my lord — I have sworn!” 

« And now, madame,” said the baron, “ endeavor to make 
your peace with God, for you have been judged by men.” 

Her Ladyship let her head droop as if she felt actually 
crushed by this sentence. Lord de Winter left the roou, 
making a sign to Felton, who followed him and closed the 
door. 

Directly afterward was heard in the passage the heavy 
tread of a marine, who was keeping guard, with his axe at 
his belt and his musket in his hand. 

Her Ladyship remained for a few minutes in the same 
position, for she fancied that they might be watching her 
through the keyhole. Then she slowly raised her head, 
which had resumed a formidable expression of threat and 
defiance; ran to the door and listened, looked out of the 
window, and returned to bury herself in an immense easy- 
chair and abandon herself to anxious thought. 
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In the meantime the cardinal was expecting news from 
England; but as no news arrived, excepting such as was 
vexatious and alarming, La Rochelle was formally invested. 
However, certain success appeared —thanks to the precau- 
tions which had been taken, and more especially to the 
causeway, which no longer permitted any vessel to approach 
the besieged town —the blockade might yet continue a long 
time; and it was a great affront to the arms of the king 
apd a great annoyance to the cardinal, who had no longer, 
it is true, to embroil Louis XIII. with Anne of Austria, for 
that had been accomplished, but to reconcile M. de Bassom- 
pierre, who had quarreled with the Duke of Angouléme. 

As to Monsieur, who had begun the siege, he left the task 
of finishing it to the cardinal. 

The town, in spite of the incredible persistence of its 
mayor, had attempted a sort of mutiny to surrender. But 
the mayor had sent the mutineers to be hung. This execu- 
tion subdued the most unruly, who were thereby deter- 
mined to submit, in preference to death from starvation, as 
the latter mode of dying appeared to them less certain and 
more slow than that by strangulation. 

The besiegers on their side occasionally captured some of 
the messengers whom the Rochellais dispatched to Buck- 
ingham, or the spies whom Buckingham had sent to the 
Rochellais. In both cases the captives were subjected toa 
summary process. The cardinal pronounced the single 
word, “ Hang!” Tis majesty was invited to the execution. 
The king came languidly and chose a good place for observ- 
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ing all the details of the operation. This amused him for 
a time and gave him a little patience with the siege; but it 
did not prevent him from becoming heartily weary or from 
talking incessantly of returning to Paris; so that, if the 
messengers or spies had fallen short, his eminence, in spite 
of all his fertility of imagination, would have found himself 
in very considerable embarrassment. 

Nevertheless the time passed away and still the Rochel- 
lais did not surrender. The last spy who had been taken 
was the bearer of a letter which informed Buckingham that 
the town was at the last extremity; but instead of adding : 
“Tf your assistance should not arrive before a fortnight we 
must surrender,” it merely said: “ If your assistance should 
not arrive before a fortnight we shall all be dead from 
hunger when it comes.” 

The Rochellais, therefore, had no hope but in Bucking- 
ham — Buckingham was their Messiah. lt was manifest 
that if they should receive indubitable information that no 
further dependence was to be placed on Buckinghan, their 
courage would forsake them with their hopes. 

The cardinal, on this account, waited with extreme impa- 
tience for intelligence from England which might announce 
to him that Buckingham would not arrive. 

The question of taking the town by assault, which had 
been often debated in the king’s council, had been always 
dismissed. In the first instance, La Rochelle appeared to 
be impregnable; and then the cardinal, whatever he might 
himself have said about it, was well aware that the horror 
of the blood which would have been shed in such an 
encounter, where Frenchmen fought against Frenchmen, 
would have been a retrogradation of sixty years imprinted 
on his policy; and the cardinal was at that epoch what 
we now call a man of progress. In fact, the sack of La 
Rochelle and the slaughter of three or four thousand 
Huguenots who would have perished would have had, in 
1628, too great a resemblance to the massacre of St. Bar- 
tholomew, in 1572. Finally, in addition to all this, this 
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extreme measure, to which his majesty, like a good Catho- 
lic, had no repugnance, always broke down before this argu- 
ment of the besieging generals; ‘‘ La Rochelle is impregnable 
except by famine.” 

The cardinal was unable to dismiss from his own mind 
the fear which he entertained of his terrible emissary, for 
he had also understood the strange characteristics of that 
woman who was at the sume time half lioness and half ser- 
peut. Had she betrayed him, or was she dead? He knew 
her well enough, in any case, to be assured that, whether 
she was acting for him or against him, whether enemy or 
friend, she could not remain inactive without very powerful 
obstructions. But whence could these obstructions arise ? 
This was what he was unable to divine. 

After all, however, he had with good reason much confi- 
dence in Her Ladyship. He had suspected in her past career 
circumstances so terrible that his own red mantle was 
required to conceal them; and he felt that from some cause 
or other this woman was his own, because froin him alone 
she could obtain support more potent than the danger which 
pursued her. 

The cardinal resolved, therefore, to carry on the war 
alone and to expect foreign aid only as one may expect the 
coincidence of a fortunate chance. Je continued the con- 
struction of that famous causeway which was to carry 
famine into La Rochelle, and in the meantime he cast his 
eyes over that unhappy city, which contained so much pro- 
found misery and so many heroic virtues, recalling to his 
mind the expression of Louis XI., who had been his own 
political predecessor, as he was the predecessor of Robes- 
pierre, and adopting this maxim of the companion of Tris- 
tan: “ Divide to govern.” 

When Henry lV. besieged Paris he had thrown over the 
walls bread and other edibles. The cardinal threw over brief 
addresses, in which he presented to the Rochellais how 
unjust and self-willed and barbarous had been the conduct 
of their chiefs, who possessed abundance of wheat, yet did 
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not distribute it; and who adopted as a maxim — for they 
also had their maxims —that the death of women, of old 
men and of children was a thing of little moment, so that 
the men who were to defend the walls continued vigorous and 
well. Until then, either from devotedness or from inability 
to contend against it, this maxim had, without being gener- 
ally adopted, passed from theory into practice; but these 
addresses successfully assailed it. They reminded the men 
that these women, children and old men, who were allowed 
to die of hunger, were their wives, their offspring and their 
sires; and that it would be more just if all were alike sub- 
jected to the common wretchedness, so that a similarity of 
position might give occasion for unanimity of resolution. 

These addresses produced all the effect expected by him 
who had written them, in determining a great number of 
inhabitants to open secret negotiations with the royal army. 

But at the very moment when his eminence saw his 
measure beginning to bear fruit and was congratulating him- 
self on having adopted it, an inhabitant of Rochelle who bad 
arrived from Portsmouth managed to pass through the 
royal lines, God knows how —so complete was the triple 
watchfulness of Bassompierre, of Schomberg and the Duke 
of Angouléme, themselves overlooked by the cardinal —and 
announced that he had seen a splendid fleet ready to set sail 
before another week. Buckingham, moreover, declared to 
the mayor that the great league against France was at last 
about to be proclaimed and that the kingdom would be 
speedily invaded at the same time by the armies of England, 
Spain, and the Empire. This letter was publicly read in 
all parts of the town, copies of it were posted at the cor- 
ners of the streets, and those, even, who had attempted to 
commence negotiations, interrupted them, being resolved to 
wait for the succor which was so soon to reach them. 

This unexpected circumstance renewed all the original 
anxieties of Richelieu and compelled him to turn his eyes 
once more across the sea. 

During all this time the royal army, free from the cares 
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weighing upon its only true commander, led a most joyous 
life, for provisions were not scarce in the camp nor money 
either. The regiments were all at rivalry in gayety and 
audacity. To take spies and hang them, to undertake dar- 
ing expeditions on the causeway or the sea, to imagine 
follies and to execute them calmly — such were the pastimes 
which made those days seem short to the army, which were 
so long, not only for the Rochellais, who were worried by 
famine and anxieties, but for the cardinal, who blockaded 
them so vigorously. 

Sometimes when the cardinal, who was always riding 
about like the humblest soldier of the army, directed his 
thoughtful eyes over the works which advanced so slowly in 
comparison to his desire, although constructed by engineers 
whom he had collected from the remotest corners of I'rance, 
if he met with a musketeer of M. de Treville’s company he 
approached him and looked at hin in a singular way; and 
then, not recognizing him as one of our four companions, he 
transferred to other objects his penetrating glance and his 
capacious thoughts. 

One day, when consumed by a mortal lassitude of mind, 
without hopes of treating with the Rochellais and without 
intelligence from England, the cardinal went forth with no 
other aim but that of going out and only accompanied by 
Cahusac and La Houdiniere, wandering along the sands and 
mingling the immensity of his own dreams with the immen- 
sity of the ocean, he came at a gentle pace toa small hill, 
from the top of which he perceived behind a hedge, reclining 
on the grass and protected from the sun by a group of trees, 
seven men, surrounded by empty bottles. Four of these 
men were our musketeers, getting ready to listen to the 
reading of a letter which one of them had just received. 
This letter was so important that it had made them forsake 
some cards and dice which they had left upon a drum. 

The three others were the valets of the gentlemen and 
were at that moment engaged in opening an enormous demi- 
john of Collioure wine. 
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The cardinal, as we have said, was in a gloomy mood, and 
when he was in this state of mind nothing so much increased 
his sullenness as the gayety of others. 

He had, besides, a singular habit of always supposing 
that the circumstances which caused his sadness were those 
which excited the gayety of strangers. Making a sign to 
Cahusac and La Houdiniere to halt, he got off his horse and 
approached these suspicious laughers, hoping that by the 
aid of the sand which deadened the sound of his steps, and 
the hedge which concealed his person, he might hear some 
words of a conversation which appeared so interesting. At 
ten paces from the hedge he recognized the Gascon dialect 
of D’Artagnan, and as he had already seen that the men 
were musketeers, he did not doubt that the three others were 
those who were called the inseparables—that is to say, 
Athos, Porthos, and Aramis. 

It may be imagined that this discovery increased his 
desire to hear the conversation. His eyes assumed a strange 
expression and with the stealthy pace of a tiger-cat he 
approached the hedge, but he had only been able to catch a 
few vague syllables having no definite meaning, when a son- 
orous and short exclamation made him start and attracted 
the attention of the musketeers. 

“ Officer !” called out Grimaud. 

“You are speaking, I think, rascal,” said Athos, raising 
himself on one elbow and fascinating Grimaud with his 
sparkling eye. 

Grimaud, therefore, did not add one word, contenting 
himself with pointing with his finger toward the hedge and 
indicating by this gesture the cardinal and his escort. 

With one bound the four musketeers were on their feet 
and bowed respectfully. 

The cardinal appeared furious. 

‘It seems that the gentlemen of the musketeers have 
themselves guarded,” said he. “Is it because the English 
come by land or do the musketeers consider themselves as 
superior officers?” 
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“My lord,” replied Athos —for in the midst of the gen- 
eral confusion he alone had preserved that coolness and 
calmness of the nobleman which had never failed him — 
“my lord, the musketeers, when their duty is ended or when 
they are not on duty, play and drink and are very superior 
officers to their own servants.” 

“Their servants!” growled the cardinal; “servants who 
have a watchword to warn you when any one approaches. 
They are not servants —they are sentinels.” 

“ Your eminence may, however, perceive, that had we not 
taken this precaution we should have run the hazard of per- 
mitting you to pass without paying our respects and without 
offering our thanks to you for uniting D’Artagnan and us,” 
continued Athos. “ You, D’Artagnan, who were but now 
wishing for an opportunity of expressing your gratitude to 
his eminence, here is one given to you— take advantage 
of it.” 

These words were uttered with that imperturbable cool- 
ness which distinguished Athos in times of danger and 
with that excessive courtesy which made him on certain 
occasions a king more dignified than kings by birth. 

D’Artagnan came forward and stammered out some words 
of thanks, which quickly died away before the severe looks 
of the cardinal. 

“It does not signify, gentlemen,” continued the cardinal, 
without appearing in the slightest degree turned from his 
first intention by the incident which Athos had suggested, 
“it does not sunify. I do not like to see simple soldiers, 
because they have the advantage of serving in a privileged 
regiment, playing the great men. Discipline is the same 
for all.” 

Athos allowed the cardinal to finish this sentence and, 
bowing assent, thus replied: 

“Discipline, my lord, has been, I hope, in no degree for- 
gotten by us. We are not on duty, and we believe that, not 
being on duty, we might dispose of our time precisely as we 
pleased, If it should fortunately happen that your emi- 
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nence has some special orders to give us, we are ready to 
obey them. Your lordship perceives,’ continued Athos, 
frowning, for this species of interrogatory began to irritate 
him, ‘that, to be ready at the least alarm, we have brought 
with us all our arms.” 

He pointed with his finger to the four muskets piled 
together near the drum which bore the cards and dice. 

“ Your eminence may believe,” added D’Artagnan, “ that 
we should have come to meet you if we could have sup- 
posed that it was you who approached us with so small a 
retinue.” 

The cardinal bit his mustaches and even his lips. 

“ Do you know what you look hke— always together as 
you now are, armed as you are and guarded by your 
valets?” said the cardinal. “You look like four con- 
spirators.” 

“Oh! as for that, my lord,’ said Athos, “it is true; and 
we do conspire, a8 your eminence might have seen the other 
morning — only it is against the Rochellais.” 

“Ah! gentlemen politicians,” replied the cardinal, frown- 
ing in his turn, “the secret of many things might be found 
in your brains if one could read in them, as you were read- 
ing in that letter which you concealed the moment that you 
Baw me coming.” | 

The color flew into the face of Athos and he made one 
step toward his eminence. 

“Tt might be thought that you really do suspect us, my 
lord, and that we are undergoing a real examination. If 
that be the case, would your eminence deign to explain 
himself, and we should at least know what we are to 
expect ?” | 

“And if it was an examination,” replied the cardinal, 
‘others besides you have been subjected to it, M. Athos, 
and have answered.” 

“And therefore, my lord, have I said, that your eminence 
has only to question and that we are ready to reply.” 

“What letter was that you were reading, M. Aramis, and 
which you concealed ? ” 
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« A letter from a woman, my lord.” 

Oh, I understand,” said the cardinal; “discretion is 
necessary as to epistles of that kind; but nevertheless 
they may be shown to a confessor and you know I am in 
orders.” 

“My lord,” said Athos, with a calmness all the more fear- 
ful that he was staking his head on his answer: “my lord, 
the letter is from a woman, but it is not signed either by 
Marion Delorme, or Madame de Courbalet, or by Madame 
de Chaulnes.” 

The cardinal became as pale as death. A savage flash shot 
from his eyes. He turned round as if to give an order to 
Cahusac and La Houdiniere. 

Athos saw the movement and took a step toward the 
muskets, on which the eyes of his three friends were fixed, 
like men who were not inclined to allow themselves to be 
arrested. The cardinal was himself only the third man of 
his party. The musketeers, including their valets, were 
seven. He judged also that the game would be still more 
unequal, if Athos and his friends should really conspire; 
and, by one of those rapid changes which he always had at 
command, all his anger melted into a smile. 

“Come, come,” said he, “ you are brave young men, proud 
in the sunshine, but faithful in the dark; and there is no 
great harm in keeping a good watch over yourselves, when 
you watch so well over others. Gentlemen, I have not for- 
gotten the night when you served as my escort in going to 
the Red Dove-cove. If there were any danger to be feared 
on the road Iam about to take, I would beg you to accom- 
pany me; but as there is none, remain where you are and 
finish your wine, your game, and your letter. Adieu, 
gentlemen.” 

And again mounting his horse, which Cahusac had 
brought him, he saluted them with his hand and went his 
way. 

The four young men, erect and motionless, followed him 
with their eyes, but without uttering a word until he was 
out of sight. Then they looked at one another. 
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The countenances of all of them indicated consternation ; 
for, in spite of the amicable adieu of his eminence, they 
well knew that the cardinal had gone away with rage in 
his heart. 

Athos alone smiled a haughty and disdainful smile. 

When the cardinal was out of reach of sound as well as 
sight : | 

“That Grimaud called out very late,” said Porthos, who 
had a great desire to vent his ill-humor on some one. 

Grimaud was about to answer by excusing himself when 
Athos raised his finger and Grimaud remained silent. 

“ Would you have given up the letter, Aramis?” said 
D’ Artagnan. 

“1 had decided,” said Aramis, in the softest, most melo- 
dious voice, “if he had persisted in requiring the letter, 
that I would have presented it to him with one hand, and 
passed my sword through his body with the other.” 

‘T expected as much,” said Athos, “and for that reason 
I threw myself between you. Verily, that man is extremely 
imprudent to talk in such style to other men. One would 
imagine that he had never been engaged with any but 
women and children.” 

‘My dear Athos,” said D’Artagnan, “I admire you; but 
yet we were wrong, after all.” 

“How wrong?” said Athos. ‘ Whose, then, is this air we 
breathe ? Whose is this ocean, over which our looks extend ? 
Whose is this sand, on which we are resting ? Whose is 
this letter from your mistress? Do all these belong to the 
cardinal? Upon my honor, this man fancies that the world 
belongs to him. There were you, stammering, stupefied and 
overwhelmed, as though the Bastile stared you in the face 
and the gigantic Medusa had transformed you into stone. 
Is it a conspiracy, I wonder, to be in love? ‘You are in love 
with a woman whom the cardinal has chosen to confine; 
you wish to rescue her from his hands; it is a game which 
you are playing against his eminence. This Jetter is your 
hand. Why should you show your hand to your adversary ? 
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If he can guess it, very good. We shall easily guess his, 
you may be assured.” 

“Tn fact, Athos, what you now say is full of sense,” 
replied D’Artagnan. 

“In that case, let us not say another word about what has 
just occurred and let Aramis resume his cousin’s letter where 
the cardinal interrupted him.” 

Aramis drew the letter from his pocket; the three friends 
drew near him, and the three valets again grouped them- 
selves around the capacious demijohn. 

“ You had only read one or two lines,” said D’Artagnan ; 
“begin it over again at the very beginning.” 

“ Willingly,” replied Aramis. 


“My Dear Cousin, —I really believe that I shall decide 
on going to Stenay, where my sister has made our little ser- 
vant enter into a convent of the Carmelites. That poor 
child is quite resigned ; she knows that she cannot live any- 
where else without endangering her salvation. Nevertheless, 
if our family affairs should be settled as we wish, I think 
that she will run the danger of perdition and will return to 
those whom she regrets; more particularly as she knows 
that they are always thinking of her. In the meantime she 
is not very unhappy; all that she now desires is a letter 
from her intended. I know very well that these sort of 
articles have some difficulty in passing through the grat- 
ings; but after all, as I have proved to you, my dear 
cousin, I am not very unskillful, and I will undertake the 
commission. My sister thanks you for your good and 
enduring remembrance; she was for a short time in great 
anxiety, but she is at present more composed, having sent 
her agent down there, that nothing unexpected may happen. 

“ Adieu, my dearcousin, Let me hear from you as often 
as you can; that 1s to say, as often as you can do so safely. 
I embrace you. Manriz Micuon.” 


“Oh, what do I owe you, Aramis!” exclaimed D’Arta- 
gnan! ‘Dear Constance; J have at last some news of her. 
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She lives — she is in safety in a convent — she isat Stenay| 
And where is Stenay, Athos?” 

“Qn the frontiers of Alsace, in Lorraine; when once the 
siege is raised we may take a turn there.” 

And it will not be long, I hope,” said Porthos, “ for this 
morning they hung another spy, who declared that the 
Rochellais were now reduced to feed upon the leather of 
their shoes. Supposing that after having eaten the leather 
they should consume the sole, I do not exactly see what can 
remain for them afterward, unless they should take to eating 
one another.” 

“ Poor fools!” said Athos, emptying a glass of excellent 
Bordeaux, which, without possessing at that time the repu- 
tation that it now enjoys, did not the less deserve it, “ poor 
fools! as if the Catholic faith were not the most profitable 
and the most agreeable of all religions. Yet never mind,” 
added he, smacking his tonzue against his palate, “they are 
brave fellows. But what the plague are you doing, Ara- 
mis ?” continued Athos; “are you putting that letter into 
your pocket ? ” 

“True,” said D’Artagnan, “ Athos is right; it must be 
burned. And who knows even then but that the cardinal 
may have some secret for reading ashes ? ” 

“Te ought to have one,” said Athos. 

“But what will you do with the letter?” inquired 
Porthos. 

“ Come here, Grimaud,” said Athos. “To punish you for 
having spoken without leave, my friend, you must eat this 
piece of paper; then, to reward you for the service which 
you will have rendered us, you shall afterwards drink this 
glass of wine. Here is the letter first—chew it with 
energy.” 

Grimaud smiled, and with his eyes fixed on the glass, 
which Athos filled to the very brim, he chewed away at the 
paper and finally swallowed it. 

“ Bravo, Master Grimaud!” said Athos; ‘and now take 
this. Good! I will dispense with your saying thank you.” 
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Grimaud silently swallowed the glass of Bordeaux, and 
during the whole time that this pleasing operation lasted, 
his eyes, which were fixed upon the heavens, spoke a Jan- 
guage which, though mute, was not, therefore, the less 
expressive. 

‘“ And now,” said Athos, “ unless the cardinal should form 
the ingenious idea of opening Grimaud’s stomach, I believe 
that we may be pretty easy.” 

During this time his eminence pursued his melancholy 
way, murmuring under his mustaches: 

“ Decidedly, these four men must belong to me!” 
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CHAPTER LII. 


THE FIRST DAY OF IMPRISONMENT. 


Let us now return to Milady, of whom a glance giver 
to the coast of France has made us lose sight for an instant. 

We shall again find her in the samme desperate position in 
which we left her: digging for herself an abyss of dark 
reflections — a gloomy hell —at the gate of which she had 
almost left hope behind her; for the first time she doubts, 
ancl for the first time she fears. 

Twice has her fortune failed her; twice has she seen her- 
self betrayed; and on both these occasions it was against 
that fatal talent, sent no doubt by Providence on purpose to 
oppose her, that she had been wrecked. D’Artagnan had 
conquered her — the invincible one in evil until then. 

He had abused her in her love, humiliated her in her pride, 
thwarted her in her ambition, and now he was ruining her 
in her fortune, depriving her of her liberty, and menacing 
even her life. But, more than all, he had raised up a cor- 
ner of her mask — of that wgis which had covered ber and 
rendered her so strong. 

D’Artagnan had turned aside from Buckingham, whom 
she hated —as she did everything that she had once loved 
— the tempest with which Richelieu had threatened him in 
the person of the queen. D’Artagnan had personated De 
Wardes, for whom she had felt the caprice of a tigress, irre- 
sistible as the caprices of women of that character ever are. 
D’ Artagnan had discovered that terrible secret which she had 
sworn that none should know and not die. And lastly, at 
the very moment when she had obtained from Richelieu an 
instrument, by means of which she hoped to avenge herself 
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on her enemy, that instrument is snatched from ber hands, 
and it is D’Artagnan who holds her a prisoner and who is 
going to transport her to some loathsome Botany Bay, some 
infamous Tyburn of the Indian Ocean. 

For all this comes unquestionably from D’Artagnan. From 
whom, except him, could so many disgraces be accumulated 
‘on her head? He alone could have transmitted to Lord de 
Winter all these frightful secrets which he had himself dis- 
covered one after another by a kind of fatality. He knew 
her brother-in-law and must have written to him. 

How much of hatred she distils!' There, motionless, with 
fixed and ardent eyes, seated in her solitary chamber, how 
well do the outbreaks of those stifled roarings which escape 
at times from the excesses of her heart accord with the sound 
of the breakers, which rise, bellow, moan, and dash like some 
eternal, impotent despair against the rocks on which that 
dark and haughty edifice is built! Jlow, by the light of 
those flashes which her furious anger casts across her mind, 
does she conceive against Madame Bonancieux, against Buck- 
ingham, but most of all against D’Artagnan, projects of mag- 
nificent revenge, lost in the distant future! 

Yes, but to avenge herself she must be free, and for the 
prisoner to get free there is a wall to pierce, bars to loosen, 
boards to break through; and these are enterprises which the 
patience and strength of man may accomplish, but before 
which the feverish writation of a woman must infallibly be 
exercisedin va.u. Besides, for all these labors time is needed 
— months, or perhaps years—and she has ten or twelve 
days, according to the declaration of Lord de Winter, her 
fraternal, yet most fearful jailer. 

And yet, if she were a man she would attempt all this and 
might perchance succeed. Why, then, has Heaven com- 
mitted the mistake of enshrining so strong a soul within a 
form so frail and delicate ? 

Thus were the first moments of her captivity terrible; 
convulsions of rage, which she was impotent to restrain, 
paid to nature the tribute of her feminine weakness. But 
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by degrees she overcame these ebullitions of frenzied anger, 
the nervous trembling which had agitated her frame sub- 
sided, and she at length fell back upon her own strength, 
like a tired serpent taking its repose. 

“ Come, come, I was a fool to be so violent,” said she, as 
she looked at the reflection of her burning glance in the glass 
in which she seemed to question herself. “No violence! 
Violenceis a proof of weakness. Besides, I have never suc- 
ceeded by that means. Perhaps, if I used my strength 
acainst women 1 might chance to find them more feeble 
than myself, and consequently might vanquish them ; but 
it 1s against men that I struggle, and J am only a woman to 
them. Let me struggle like a woman. My strength is in 
my weakness.” 

Then, as if to satisfy herself of the change to which she 
could submit her most flexible and expressive features, she 
made them successively assume all expressions, from that of 
anger, which contracted every muscle, to that of the softest, 
most affectionate and most seductive smile. Then, under her 
artistic hands, her hair was made to adopt every undulation 
which might add to the varied attractions of her charming 
face. At last, in self-complacency, she murmured : 

Well, there is nothing lost. I am still beautiful.” 

It was nearly eight o’clock in the evening. Ter Ladyship 
perceived a bed and she thought that a few hours of repose 
would not only refresh her head, but her complexion also. 
Yet before she lay down a still better idea suggested itself. 
She had heard something said about supper. She had 
already been above an hour in the room; they could not 
tarry long before they brought her meal. The prisoner did 
not wish to lose any time and resolved even this very even- 
ing to make some attempt to feel her way by studying the 
characters of those to whom her guardianship had been 
confided. 

A light appeared beneath the door and this announced the 
return of her jailers. Her Ladyship, who had risen up, 
threw herself hastily into the chair, with her head thrown 
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back, her beautiful hair loose and disheveled, her breast half 
naked under the rumpled lace, one hand on her heart and 
the other hanging down. 

The bolts were drawn, the door grated on its hinges, steps 
were heard in the chamber, and approached her. 

“Place the table there,” said a voice which the prisoner 
recognized as that of Felton. 

The order was obeyed. 

“Vou will bring Leghts and relieve the guard,” continued 
Felton; and this double order, which the young heutenant 
gave to the same individuals, proved to the lady that her 
attendants and her guards were the same men —that is to 
say, solciers. 

The commands of Feiton were executed with a silent 
rapidity which gave a good idea of the flourishing condition 
of the discipline that he maintained. 

At last Felton, who had not yet looked at Her Ladyship, 
turned toward her. 

“Ah! ah!” said he, “she sleeps; very well, when she 
awakes she will sup.” And he took a few steps toward the 
door. 

“ But, lieutenant,” said a soldier, who was less stoical than 
his officer and who had approached Her Ladyship, “that 
woman is not asleep.” 

“What! not asleep!” said Felton. ‘ What is she about, 
then ?” 

“She has fainted. Her faceis very pale and I can scarcely 
hear her breath.ug.”’ 

“You are right,” said Felton, after he had looked at Her 
Ladyship from the place where he stood, without taking a 
single step toward her; “ go and tell Lord de Winter that 
his prisoner has fainted, for I do not know what to do, the 
circumstance not having been foreseen.” 

The soldier left the room to execute his officer’s commands. 
Felton seated himself in a chair which happened to be near 
the door, and waited, without uttering a word or making the 
least movement. Her Ladyship was mistress of that great 
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art, so studied by women, of seeing everything through her 
long eyelashes without seeming to open her eyes; and she 
perceived Felton, who had turned his back toward her. She 
continued watching him for about ten minutes and during 
these ten minutes he did not once look round. 

It then occurred to her that Lord de Winter would soon 
arrive and by his presence give new power to her jailer. 
Her first experiment had failed, and she bore it like a woman 
who had confidence in her own resources. She therefore 
raised her head, opened her eyes and sighed feebly. 

At this sigh Felton at length turned around. 

“ Ah! you are awake at last, madame,” said he, “so I 
have nothing more to dohere. If yourequire anything you 
will call.” 

“Oh, my God! my God! what have I suffered!” mur. 
mured Her Ladyship in that harmonious voice, which, like 
that of the enchantress of old, fascinated all whom she desired 
to destroy. 

She raised herself in her chair and assumed an attitude 
more graceful and alluring than that which she had borne 
during the time she was reclining. 

Felton arose. 

© You will be waited upon in this way, madame, three 
times a day,” said he; “in the morning at nine o’clock, at 
one o'clock in the afternoon, and at eight in the evening. 
If this should not be agreeable to you, you can appoint 
your own hours instead of those which I propose, and on 
this point your wishes shall be attended to. A woman 
from the neighborhood has received instructions to attend 
upon you; she will henceforth reside in the castle and will 
come whenever you require her presence.” 

“JT thank you, sir,” replied the prisoner, humbly. 

Felton bowed slightly and went toward the door. Just 
as he was about to step over the threshold Lord de Winter 
appeared in the corridor, followed by the soldier who had 
been sent to inform him that Her Ladyship had fainted. 
He held in his hand a bottle of salts. 
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‘Well, what is the matter here?” said he, in a jeering 
tone, when he saw the lady standing and Felton just about 
to leave the room. “is this dead person alive again ? 
By Jove! Felton, my boy, did you not see that she took 
you for a novice and gave you the first act of a comedy, 
of which we shall doubtless have the pleasure to see all the 
continuation ? ” 

‘“T thought so, my lord,” said Felton. “ But after all, 
as the prisoner is a woman, | wished to have that consid- 
eration for her which is due from every well-bred man to a 
woman, if not for her sake, at least for his own.” 

Her Ladyship shuddered throughout her frame. These 
words of Felton penetrated like ice through all her veins. 

“So,” continued Lord de Winter, still Jaughing, “ these 
beautiful locks, so skillfully displayed, that delicate com- 
plexion and that languishing lovk have not yet seduced 
your stony heart?” 

‘No, my lord,” replied the insensible young man; “and 
believe me, it requires more than the petty stratugems and 
affectations of a woman to corrupt me.” 

‘As that is the case, my brave leutenant, let us leave 
the lady to find something new and let us go to supper. 
Oh, you may be quite easy; she has a very fertile imaygina- 
tion, and the second act of this comedy will soon follow the 
first,” 

As he uttered these words Lord de Winter took Felton 
by the arm and led him away, laughing. 

“Oh! I will surely find what will be enough!” muttered 
Her Ladyship, between her teeth. “Make yourself easy, 
poor spoiled monk, poor converted soldier, whose uniform 
has been cut out of a churchman’s habit!” 

“ Apropos, milady,” said Lord de Winter, stopping on 
the threshold of the door, “do not allow this failure to 
disturb your appetite. Taste this fowl and that fish, 
which, on my honor, 1 have not had poisoned. I am on 
good terms with my cook and, as he does not expect to be 
iny heir, I have entire confidence in him. Do as I do. 
Farewell, my dear sister, till your next fainting fit.” 
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This was all that Her Ladyship could endure. Her 
hands grasped the arms of her chair convulsively, she 
ground her teeth heavily, her eyes followed the movement 
of the door as it closed behind Lord de Winter and Felton ; 
and then, as soon as she found herself alone, a new par- 
oxysm of despair invaded her; her glance wandered to the 
table, she saw a knife that glimmered on it and rushing 
forward she snatched it up; but dreadful was her dis- 
appointment when she found that the edge was rounded 
and the blade of flexible silver. 

A shout of laughter resounded from behind the half 
closed door, which was again opened. 

«Ah, ah!” exclaimed Lord de Winter, “do you see, 
Felton? It is exactly as I told you. That knife was 
intended for you, my boy—she would have killed you. 
It is one of her vices, thus to get rid in one way or another 
of those who annoy her. If 1 had listened to you the 
knife would have been of steel and pointed, and then — 
farewell, Felton. She would have cut your throat first and 
all our throats afterward. Just look, John, how well she 
holds her knife.” 

Her Ladyship, in fact, still held the inoffensive weapon 
in her convulsive grasp; but these last words, this crown- 
ing insult, unnerved her hands, her strength and even her 
will, and the knife fell upon the ground. 

“You are quite right, my lord,” said Felton, in a tone of 
deep disgust, which penetrated to the very recesses of Her 
Ladyship’s heart. ‘You are right and I was in the 
wrong.” 

And they both once more left the room. 

But on this occasion the lady lent a more attentive ear 
than before and she heard their steps becoming more dis- 
tant, until the sound was lost in the depths of the corridors. 

“JT am undone!” she muttered. ‘Iam in the power of 
people over whom I shall have no greater influence than 
over statues of bronze or granite. They know me thor- 
oughly and wear breastplates proof against my arms. 
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And yet,” she continued a moment after, “it is impossible 
that everything should terminate as they have willed it.” 

In fact, as this last remark and this instinctive return to 
hope indicated, fear and all feeble sentiments could not 
long predominate in that deep thinking soul. Her Lady- 
ship seated herself at a table, ate of various viands, drank 
a small quantity of Spanish wine, and felt that all her 
resolution was restored. 

Before she retired to rest she had already studied, ana- 
lyzed, commented on, and examined in every possible way 
the words, the steps, the gestures, signs, and even the silence 
of her jailers; and from this learned and profound and 
skillful examination it resulted that Felton was, upon the 
whole, the least invulnerable of the two. 

One word especially recurred to the prisoner’s mind. 

“Tf I had listened to you,” said Lord de Winter to 
Felton. 

Felton, then, had spoken in her favor, since Lord de 
Winter had refused to hsten to him. “ Weak or strong,” 
reasoned Her Ladyship, “this man has a ray of pity in his 
soul, and of this ray I will make a flame that shall con- 
sume him. As to the other one, he knows me, he fears me, 
and knows what he has to expect from me should I ever 
escape from his hands; it 1s, therefore, perfectly useless to 
attempt anything in reference to him. But with Felton it 
is different. He appears to be a simple, pure and virtuous 
young man. There are means of winning him.” 

Her Ladyship lay down and slept with a smile upon her 
lips. Any one who had seen her sleeping would have 
taken her for a young girl, dreaming of the garland of 
flowers which she was to braid around her forehead at the 
approaching ball, 
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CHAPTER LIII. 
THE SECOND DAY OF IMPRISONMENT. 


Her Ladyship was dreaming that she had at last defeated 
D’Artagnan and was looking on the spectacle of his death; 
and it was the sight of his abominated blood, flowing 
beneath the executioner’s axe, which called forth the charm- 
ing sinile that hovered on her lips. 

She slept like a prisoner lulled by a dawning hope. 

On the next morning when they entered the room she 
was still in bed. Felton remained in the corridor. He had 
brought with him the woman of whom he had spoken on the 
previous evening and who had just arrived. This woman 
entered and approached Her Ladyship’s bed, offering her 
Services. 

Her Ladyship was habitually pale and her complexion 
would therefore easily deceive any one who saw her for the 
first time. 

“T am feverish,” she said; “I have not slept a moment 
throughout the tedious night. I am in dreadful suffering; 
will you be more humane than they were yesterday even- 
ing? All I ask is to be permitted to remain in bed.” 

“Would you like a physician to be sent for ?” asked the 
woman. | 

Felton listened to this dialogue without uttering a word. 

Her Ladyship reflected that, the more numerous the per- 
sons who surrounded her, that many more would she have 
to influence and the more severe would be the vigilance of 
Lord de Winter. Besides, the physician might declare that 
the malady was feigned, and Her Ladyship, having lost the 
first throw, did not design to lose the second. 
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“A physician ?” said she, “and for what purpose? Those 
gentlemen declared yesterday that my illness was all a 
comedy. It will undoubtedly be the same to-day, for since 
last night there has been abundant time to prejudice the 
doctor.” 

“Then,” said Felton, in a tone of impatience, “say your- 
self, madame, what you desire to have done.” 

“Ah, my God! can tell? I feel my sufferings and that 
is all. Give me what you please, it is of little consequence 
to me.” 

“Go for Lord de Winter,” said Felton, wearied by these 
repeated complaints. 

“Oh, no, no!” exclaimed the lady; ‘no, sir, do not send 
for him, I beseech you! I am very well—I do not want 
anything — do not send for him! ” 

She uttered this exclamation with a vehemence so natural 
that Felton was attracted for a few steps into the chamber. 

“ Tfe is touched,” thought Her Ladyship. 

“And yet, madame,” said Felton, “if you are ready sul- 
fering we must send for a physician. If you are deceiving 
us, so much the worse for yourself, but, at all events, we 
shall have nothing to reproach ourselves with.” 

Her Ladyship made no reply, but turning her beautiful 
head on the pillow, she burst into a paroxysm of tears and 
sobs. 

Felton looked at her for a moment with his ordinary 
insensibility, but seeing that the crisis threatened to con- 
tinue, he left the room. 

The woman followed him, and Lord de Winter did not 
make his appearance. 

“T think I begin to see my way,” muttered the lady, with 
savage delight, as she buried herself under the bedclothes 
to hide from those who might be watching her this burst of 
heartfelt satisfaction. 

Two hours passed away. 

“Tt is now time for my malady to end,” thought she. 
«Let me get up and gain some benefit to-day. I have but 
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ten days, and this evening two of them will have already 
passed away.” 

When the servants entered the lady’s chamber in the 
morning her breakfast was brought to her. She concluded 
that they would soon return to take it away and that she 
would then see Felton again. 

Her Ladyship was not deceived. J elton reappeared and, 
without noticing whether the lady had touched anything or 
not, he ordered the attendants to remove the table, which 
was generally brought in with everything prepared upon it. 

Felton, holding a book in his hand, saw every other per- 
son leave the room. 

Reclining in an easy-chair near the fireplace, beautiful, 
pale and resigned, Her Ladyship looked like a holy virgin 
expecting martyrdom. 

Felton approached her and said: 

“Lord de Winter, who, like yourself, madame, is a 
Jatholic, has imagined that it might be painful to you to be 
deprived of the rites and ceremonies of your religion; he 
therefore permits you to read the daily office of your mass, 
and here is a book which contains the ritual.” 

Observing the manner with which Felton laid the book 
on the little table near Her Ladyship, the tone in which he 
pronounced the words, your mass, and the contemptuous 
smile with which he accompanied them, Her Ladyship 
raised her head, and looked more attentively at the officer. 

Then — by that precise manner of wearing the hair, by 
that dress of exaggerated simplicity, by that forehead, as 
polished as marble, but equally hard and impenetrable — 
she recognized one of those gloomy Puritans whom she had 
so often met with both at the court of King James and at 
that of the king of France, where, in spite of the recollec- 
tions of St. Bartholomew, they sometimes came to seek a 
refuge. 

She then experienced one of those sudden inspirations 
which are reserved for genius alone, on those great emer- 
gencies, those momentous crises, which decide their fortunes 
or their lives. 


234 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


Those two words, your mass, and a single glance at Fel- 
ton had, in fact, revealed to her all the importance of the 
answer she was about to make. 

But with that rapidity of intelligence which was peculiar 
to her, that answer presented itself, as if ready formed upon 
her lips. 

“T?” said she, in an accent of contempt, equal to that 
which she had observed in the voice of the young officer, 
“T, sir! my mass? Lord de Winter, the corrupted Catholic, 
well knows that Iam not of his religion, and it is a snare 
which he wishes to spread for me.” 

“ And of what religion are you then, madame ? ” demanded 
Felton, with an astonishment which, in spite of his self- 
command, he could not perfectly conceal. 

“T will tell it,” exclaimed the lady, with feigned enthusi- 
asm, “ when I shall have suffered sufficiently for my faith.” 

The looks of Felton discovered to Her Ladyship all the 
extent of space which she had opened to herself by this 
single expression. And yet the young officer remained 
mute and motionless. His countenance alone had spoken. 

“Tam in the hands of my enemies,” continued she, in the 
enthusiastic tone which she knew was popular amongst the 
Puritans. “ Well! either may my God save me or may [ 
perish for my God! That is the answer which I beg you 
to convey to Lord de Winter; and as to this book,” con- 
tinued she, pointing to the ritual with the tip of her fin- 
ger, but without touching it, as though she would have been 
contaminated by the touch, “you may carry it away and 
make use of it yourself; for you are, undoubtedly, doubly 
the accomplice of Lord de Winter —an accomplice in his 
persecution and an accomplice in his heresy.” 

Felton made no reply, but he took the book with the same 
repugnance that he had before manifested, and in a pensive 
mood withdrew. 

Lord de Winter came at about five in the evening. Dur- 
ing the day Her Ladyship had found time to trace the plan 
of her proceedings, and she received him like a woman who 
had already recovered all her advantages. 
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‘Tt appears,” said the baron, seating himself on a chair 
opposite the lady and stretching his feet carelessly toward 
the hearth, “it appears that we have made a slight apos- 
tacy.” 

“ What do you mean, sir?” 

“T mean that since the last time we saw each other we 
have changed our religion. Have you by chance married a 
third husband —a Protestant ? ” 

‘Explain yourself, my lord,” replied the prisoner, with 
great dignity; “for I hear your words, but I do not under- 
stand them.” 

“Then the truth must be that you have no religion at all. 
Well, I like that the better,” said Lord de Winter, with a 
sneer. 

“Tt is certainly more in unison with your own princi- 
ples,” coldly replied the lady. 

“ Oh, I confess to you that it is quite a matter of indif- 
ference to me.” 

“You cannot avow a religious indifference, my lord, but 
what your debauchery and crimes sufficiently confirm.” 

“ What! and do you talk of debauchery, Madame Mes- 
salina ? Do you talk of crimes, Lady Macbeth? Either I 
have misunderstood you, or you are, by God, exceedingly 
impudent!” 

“You speak thus, my lord, because we are overheard,” 
coldly replied Her Ladyship, “and you wish to prejudice 
your jailers and your executioners against me.” 

“My jailers! my executioners! Why, madame, you 
speak poetically, and yesterday’s comedy is turned to-night 
to tragedy. But after all, in eight days you will be where 
you ought to be and my task will be accomplished.” 

“Infamous task! impious task!” replied the lady, with 
the feigned enthusiasm of the victim who provokes her 
judge. 

“T verily believe, upon my honor,” said Lord de Winter, 
rising, “that this singular creature is going mad. Come, 
come, calm yourself, Madame Puritan, or I will put you 


236 TUR THREE MUSKETEERS. 


into a dungeon. By Jove, itis my Spanish wine that has 
just got into your head,is itnot? But be quiet; this intox- 
ication is not dangerous and will have no bad consequence.” 

And Lord de Winter left the room swearing, which was 
at that time a perfectly gentlemanly habit. 

Felton was, in fact, behind the door, and had not lost one 
syllable of the conversation. 

Her Ladyship had judged correctly. 

“Ves, go, go!” said she to her brother. “The conse- 
quences are, on the contrary, fast approaching. Lut you, 
fool that you are, will not know them until it is too late to 
evade them.” 

Silence again prevailed, and two more hours elapsed. 

Supper was brought in and Her Ladyship was found 
engaged in prayers — prayers which she had learned from 
an austere Puritan, an old servant of her second husband. 
She appeared to be in a sort of ecstasy and not even to 
observe what was passing around her. 

Feiton made a sign that she was not to be disturbed, and 
when everything was arranged he softly left the room with 
the soldiers. 

The lady knew that she might be watched and therefore 
she continued at her prayers until the end. She fancied 
that the sentinel at her door did not maintain his usual 
step, but seemed to listen to her. 

For the present she desired nothing more. She arose, 
seated herself at the table, ate a little, and only drank some 
water. 

In an hour afterward the table was removed, but Her 
Ladyship remarked that on this occasion Felton did not 
accompany the soldiers. 

He was afraid, then, of seeing her too often. 

She turned aside to smile, for there was so much of tri- 
umph in that smile that it alone would have betrayed her. 

She allowed a half-hour to elapse, and as everything was 
then entirely silent in the old castle, and as no sound was 
heard but the eternal murmur of the surge —that mighty 
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breathing of the sea — with her pure, thrilling and harmoni- 
ous voice she began a couplet of the psalms which was then 
in great favor with the Puritans: 


‘* Thou Jeavest us, oh, Lord ! 
To prove if we are strong ; 
But then, Thou dost afford 
The need that to exertion should belong.” 


These verses were not excellent —they were, indeed, far 
enough from it; but as every one knows, the Protestants did 
not pride themselves on poetry. 

Even as she sung Her Ladyship listened. The sentinel on 
duty had stopped as if transformed to stone. JLer Lady- 
ship judged by that of the effect she had produced. 

She then continued her psalin with a fervor and feeling 
which are indescribable. It seemed to her as though the 
sound diffused itself afar off beneath the arches and went 
like a magic charm to melt the hearts of her oppressors. 
Nevertheless it appeared as if the soldier on guard, a zeal- 
ous Catholic no doubt, shook off the charm, for through the 
wicket which he opened he exclaimed : 

“Be silent, madame! Your song is as melancholy as a 
‘de profundis ;’ and if, besides the pleasure of being shut 
up in this garrison, we must be compelled also to hear these 
things, it will be perfectly unbearable.” 

“ Silence there!” cried a severe voice which the lady rec- 
ognized as that of Felton. ‘ What business is it of yours, 
fellow ? Did any one order you to hinder that woman 
from singing? No. You were told to guard her, to fire 
upon her if she attempted to escape. Guard her, then; 
shoot her if she tries to escape; but do not go beyond your 
orders.” 

A gleam of inexpressible joy illuminated the lady’s coun- 
tenance, but this expression was transient as the lightning’s 
flash, and without appearing to have heard the dialogue, of 
which she had not lost a word, she resumed her singing, giv- 


238 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


ing to her voice all the charm, all the power, all the seduc- 
tion with which Satan had endowed it: 


‘For all my fears and cares, 
For exile and for chains, 
I have my youth, my prayers, 
And God, who keeps a record of my pains.”’ 


That voice, of uncommon power and sublime passion, 
gave to the rude, unpolished poetry of these psalms a magic 
and an expression which the most exalted Puritans rarely 
found in the songs of their brethren and which they were 
compelled to adorn with all the aids of imagination. Fel- 
ton thought that he was listening to the singing of the 
angel who comforted the three Israelites in the fiery 
furnace. 

The lady continued : 


‘‘ But God the just and strong } 
Our morn of freedom sends — 
And should our hopes be wrong, 
Still martyrdom, still death, our trial ends!” 


This last couplet, into which the enchantress had infused 
her whole soul, completed the disorder in the young officer’s 
heart. He opened the door suddenly and her ladyship saw 
his countenance, as pale as ever, but with flashing and 
almost delirious eyes. 

‘Why do you sing in this manner,” said he, “and in 
such tones?” 

“Pardon me, sir,” said Her Ladyship, softly; “I forgot 
that my songs were not becoming in this house. I have no 
doubt wounded your religious feelings, but I assure you 
that it was unintentionally. Pardon, therefore, a fault 
which may be great, but which was certainly involuntary.” 

Her Ladyship looked so beautiful at that moment, and 
the religious enthusiasm which she had assumed had given 
such an expression to her countenance, that Felton, com- 
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pletely dazzled, fancied that he now saw the angel which he 
had before only heard. 

Yes, yes!” replied he, “yes, you trouble, you agitate 
the inhabitants of the castle.” 

But the poor madman did not perceive the incoherence of 
his own language, whilst Her Ladyship plunged her lynx 
eyes into the very depths of his heart. 

‘T will be silent,” said she, casting down her eyes, with 
all the softness that she could give to her voice, and with all 
the resignation which slie could impress upon her manner. 

“No, no, madame,” said Felton; “only do not sing so 
loud, and especially at night.” 

After these words Felton found that he could no longer 
preserve his usual severity toward his prisoner and he 
rushed out of the room. 

“You are right, lieutenant,” said the soldier; “those 
songs disturb the soul; and yet one becomes in time 
accustomed to them, the voice is so beautiful!” 
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CHAPTER LIV. 


THE THIRD DAY OF IMPRISONMENT. 


Fre.ton was attracted, but more than this must yet be 
done — it was necessary that he should remain of himself; 
and Her Ladyship had only an obscure perception of the 
ineans by which this result must be achieved. 

But even more was needed. He must be made to speak, 
that she might also speak to him, for Her adyship was 
well aware that her most seductive power was in her voice, 
which could run skillfully through the whole scale of tones, 
from mortal speech upward to the language of Heaven. 

And yet in spite of all this seduction Her Ladyship 
might fail; Ielton had been forewarned against her, even 
against the smallest risk. From this time she studied all 
her actions, all her words, and even her slightest glance and 
gesture, nay, even her breathing, which might be inter- 
preted as a sigh. In short, she studied everything, like a 
skillful actress who has just accepted a new character m 
a role which she has never been accustomed to perform. 

Before Lord de Winter her behavior was less difficult, 
and she had tierefore determined upon that the evening 
before. To remain silent and dignified in his presence — 
from time to time uritate him by affected contempt or by a 
disdainful expression —to urge him to menaces and vio- 
lence, which would contrast so completely with her own 
perfect resignation — such was Her Ladyship’s plan. Felton 
would see this; perhaps he would say nothing, but at any 
rate he would see it. 

In the morning Felton came as usual, but Her Ladyship 
allowed him to preside over all the preparations for break- 
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fast without addressing him. At the very moment that he 
was about to leave the room she had a gleam of hope, for 
she thought that he was really about to speak; but his lips 
moved without any sound issuing from them, and contrul- 
ling himself by an effort, he suppressed in his own breast thie 
words which he had nearly uttered, and withdrew. 

About noon Lord de Winter entered. 

It was rather a fine summer’s day, and a beam of that 
pale English sun, which gives light but no warmth, pene- 
trated through the bars of the prison. 

Her Ladyship locked out of the window and pretended 
not to have heard the door open. 

“Ah, ah!” said Lord de Winter, “after having tried 
comedy and tragedy we are now doing melancholy.” 

The prisoner did not answer. 

“Yes, yes,” continued his lordship; “I understand it 
very well. You would gladly be free upon this beach. 
You would gladly enough, in some good ship, glide through 
the waves of that sea, which is as green as an eimerald. 
You would gladly enough, whether on land or on the ocean, 
concoct against me one of those pretty little plots which 
you are so dexterous in coutriving. Patience, patience! 
In four days you shall be permitted to approach the beach 
and the sea will be open to you—more open, perhaps, than 
you would wish —for in four days England will be rid of 
you.” ; 

Her Ladyship clasped her hands aud raised her eyes to 
Heaven. 

“Lord! Lord!” exclaimed she, with an angelic sweetness 
of gesture and of intonation, “forgive this man, as I myself 
forgive him!” 

“Yes, pray, accursed creature!” exclaimed the baron. 
“Your prayer is the more generous, aS you are 1p the 
power of a man who, I swear, will never pardon you.” 

And he left the room. | 

At the moment he went out a piercing glance through the 
halt opened door enabled her to perceive Felton, who drew 
back quickly that he might not be seen. 


242 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


She sank upon her knees and began to pray. 

“My God! my God!” said she, “ Thou knowest for what 
sacred cause I suffer; give me, therefore, strength to bear my 
trials.” 

The door opened softly ; the beautiful suppliant pretended 
not to have heard it and, with a voice pinost suffocated by 
tears, she continued : 

e Oh, God, the avenger! ob, God of mercy! wilt Thou 
permit the wicked designs of this man to be accomplished ? ” 

Then only she appeared to hear the sound of Felton’s 
footsteps, and rising as quick as thought, she blushed, as 
though ashamed at being seen upon her knees. 

“TI do not like to interrupt those who pray,” gravely 
observed Felton, “so do not disturb yourself on my account, 
I beseech you, madame.” 

“ How do you know that I was praying, sir?” said Her 
Ladyship, in a voice suffocated by sobs; “ you are mistaken, 
sir, I was not praying.” 

“Do you think, then, madame,” replied Felton, in his 
habitual grave voice, but with a gentler accent, “that I 
assume the right of hindering a fellow-creature from throw- 
ing herself at the feet of her Creator ? God forbid! Besides, 
repentence is becoming in the guilty, whatever crime they 
may have committed; and a criminal prostrate before God 
is sacred in my eyes.” 

“T guilty!” replied the lady, with a smile which would 
have disarmed the angel at the day of judgment. “Guilty! 
Oh, my God! Thou knowest what I am! Say that I am 
condemned, sir; yet you know that God, who loves martyrs, 
sometimes permits the innocent to be condemned.” 

‘“ Were you condemned, were you innocent, and were you a 
martyr,” replied Felton, “ you would have still more reason 
to pray, and I would myself assist you with my prayers.” 

“Oh, you are a just man!” exclaimed Her Ladyship, 
throwing herself at his feet. “TI can no longer restrain my- 
self, for fear that my strength will fail me at the moment 
when I must endure the trial and confess my faith. Listen, 
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then, to the supplication of a woman in despair. They 
deceive you, sir. But that is not the point; I only ask one 
favor of you, and if you grant it I will bless you both in this 
world and the next.” 

“Speak to my superior, madame,” said Felton. “ Ior- 
tunately, I have no commission either to pardon or to 
punish; it is to one higher than I that God has given this 
responsibility.” 

‘To you —no, to you alone. Listen to me, rather than 
contribute to my destruction and my shame.” 

“Tf you have deserved this disgrace, madame, if you have 
incurred this ignominy, you should bear it as an offering to 
God.” 

‘What mean your words? Oh, you do not understand 
me! When I talk of ignominy, you think that I speak of 
some punishment—of imprisonment, or of death. Would 
to Godit wereso. What care I for death or imprisonment ? ” 

‘Tt is I who do not understand you now, madame,” said 
Felton. 

“Or who pretend that you no longer understand me,” 
replied the prisoner, with a smile of doubt. 

‘ No, madame, on my honor asa soldier —on my faith asa 
Christian ! ” 

“What! do you not know the designs which Lord de 
Winter has against me ?” 

“T do not know them.” 

“Tmpossible! you are his confidant.” 

‘Madame, I never tell falsehoods !” 

“Oh! but he is too unreserved for you to have failed to 
guess them.” 

‘Madame, I never attempt to guess anything. I always 
wait for confidence; and except what Lord de Winter has 
said in your presence he has told me nothing.” 

“Then,” exclaimed the lady, with an indescribable accent 
of truth, “ you are not his accomplice? You do not know 
that he destines for me a disgrace which all the punishments 
on earth could not equal in horror ?”’ 
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“You are mistaken, madame,” said Felton, coloring; 
‘Lord de Winter is not capable of such a crime.” 

“Good!” said the lady to herself; “without knowing 
what it is he calls it a crime.” 

Then she added aloud : 

“ The friend of the wretch is capable of anything.” 

‘ And whom do you call a wretch ?” said Felton. 

Are there, then, two men in England to whom that term 
can be appropriate ?” 

“ You mean George Villiers ?” said Felton. 

“Whom the pagans, the Gentiles and the infidels call 
Duke of Buckingham,” resumed Her Ladyship. “I would 
not have believed that there was a man in all England who 
would have required so much explanation to recognize the 
person I alluded to.” 

‘The hand of the Lord is stretched over him; he will not 
escape the punishment that he deserves.” 

Felton only expressed, concerning the duke, that senti- 
ment of execration which had been vowed by every English- 
man against him, whom Catholics themselves called the 
tyrant, the extortioner and the profligate, and whom the 
Puritans simply termed Satan. 

“Oh, my God! my God!” exclaimed the lady, “when I 
beseech Thee to inflict upon that man the punishment which 
is his due, Thou knowest that I seek not the gratification of 
my own revenge, but that I implore the deliverance of a 
whole nation.” 

“Do you know him, then, madame?” inquired Felton. 

“He questions me at last,” said Her Ladyship to herself, 
delighted at having so quickly gained the great result. 

“Oh, yes, I know him. Oh, yes, to my misfortune — to 
my eternal misfortune.” 

And Her Ladyship threw up her arms, as if in a par- 
oxysm of grief. 

Felton no doubt felt that his stzoneth was giving Way ; 
he made some steps toward the door, but the prisoner, who 
did not lose sight of him, bounded after him and stopped 
his progress. 
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“Sir,” said she, “be good —hear my prayer! That knife 
of which the fatal prudence of the baron deprived me 
because he knew,the use I should make of it — oh, hear me 
to the end —that knife, return it to me only for one instant, 
for mercy’s sake, for pity’s sake! IL clasp your knees. See, 
you may shut the door, I do not want to injure you. Oh, 
(rod! How could I have any design against you —you, the 
only just and good and compassionate being that I have met 
with — you, perhaps my preserver. One minute the knife 
—only one minute! I will return it to you through the 
wicket of the door. Only one minute, Mr. Felton, and you 
will have saved my honor!” 

To kill yourself!” exclaimed Felton, in great terror and 
forgetting to withdraw his hands from the hands of his 
prisoner; “to kill yourself!” 

“T have said it, sir,” murmured the lady, dropping her 
voice and sinking exhausted on the floor; “J have divulged 
my secret. He knows all, and oh, my God! Tam lost!” 

Felton remained standing, motionless and undecided. 

“ He still doubts,” thought the lady. “Ihave not been 
true enough to the character [ am acting.” 

Some one was heard in the corridor and Her Ladyship 
recognized the slow step of Lord de Winter. 

Felton also recognized it and approached the door. 

Her Ladyship rushed forward. 

“Oh! not one word!” she cried, in a coucentrate:! voice. 
“ Not one word of what I have said to you to that man, or I 
am lost, and it is you — you ——” 

Then, as the steps drew near, she was silent, lest her voice 
should be heard, and merely pressed her beautiful hand on 
Felton’s lips, with a gesture of infinite terror. 

Felton softly repulsed her and she sank upon a couch. 

Lord de Winter passed by the door without stopping and 
his departing steps were heard in the distance. 

Felton, pale as a corpse, stood for some moments intently 
listening; then, when the sound had entirely ceased, he 
breathed like a man awaking from a dream, and rushed out 
of the room. 
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« Ah!” said Her Ladyship, as she listened in turn to the 
sound of Felton’s steps, as he retreated in the direction 
opposite to that of Lord de Winter, “at last, then, you are 
mine.” 

But instantly her countenance grew dark. 

“Tf he should speak to the baron,” said she, “I am 
ruined; for the baron, who well knows that I would not 
destroy myself, will place me before him with a knife in my 
hand and he will at once perceive that all this great despair 
is but a farce.” 

She went and stood before a glass and gazed upon her- 
self. Never had she been more beautiful. 

« Oh, yes,” she said, smiling, “ but he will not tell him! ” 

In the evening Lord de Winter came in when the supper 
was brought. 

“ Sir,” said Her Ladyship to him, “is your presence to be 
a compulsory aggravation of my imprisonment, and cannot 
you spare me that additional torture which your visits cause 
me?” 

“Why, my dear sister,’ said the baron, “did you not 
sentimentally announce to me, with that pretty mouth which 
is to-day so cruel, that you came to England for the sole pur- 
pose of seeing me without restraint —a pleasure of which 
you told me you felt the privation so strongly that you had 
for it risked seasickness, storms, and captivity ? Well, here 
I am and you ought to be satisfied. But besides, I have a 
particular reason for my visit this time.” 

Her Ladyship shuddered, for she thought that Felton had 
spoken. Never, perhaps, in her whole life, had this woman, 
who had experienced so many strong and opposite emotions, 
felt her heart beat so violently. She was sitting down. 
Lord de Winter took a chair, drew it to her side and seated 
himself upon it; then he took from his pocket a paper which 
he slowly unfolded. 

“Here,” said he; “ I wished to show you the sort of pass- 
port which I have myself drawn up and which will serve as 
@ kind of warrant in the life which I permit you to lead,” 
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Then directing Her Ladyship’s eyes to the paper, he read : 

««QOrder to convey to , 

“The name is left blank,” said the baron; “if you have 
any preference you will let me know and, provided it be a 
thousand leagues from London, your request shall be 
attended to. So I resume: ‘ Order to convey to Char- 
lotte Backson, branded by the justice of the kingdom of 
l'rance, but liberated after punishment. She will reside in 
that place, without ever going more than three leagues froin 
it. In case of any attempt to escape, she is to be put to 
death. She will be allowed five shillings a day for her 
lodging and support.’ ” 

“This warrant does not concern me,” said Her Ladyship, 
coldly, “since a name is inserted in it which is not mine.” 

“A name! And have you one?” 

“TY have that of your brother.” 

“You make a mistake; my brother was only your second 
husband and your first is still alive. Tell me his nameand 
I will insert it instead of Charlotte Backson. No, you will 
not— you are silent. Very well; you shall be registered 
under the name of Charlotte Backson.” 

Her Ladyship remained silent, not now from affectation, 
but from fear. She believed that the warrant was to be 
immediately executed; she thought that Lord de Winter 
had hurried forward her departure; she thought herself 
condemned to go that very evening. For an instant, there- 
fore, she imagined that all hope was gone, when she sud- 
denly perceived that the warrant had no signature. 

The joy she experienced at this discovery was s0 great 
that she was unable to conceal it. 

“ Yes, yes,” said Lord de Winter, who saw what was pass- 
ing in her mind; “yes, you are looking for the signature, and 
you say to yourself: ‘ All is not lost since the warrant 1s not 
signed! He shows it to me to frighten me, that 19 all.’ But 
you deceive yourself; this warrant will be sent to-morrow to 
the Duke of Buckingham ; on the day after it will be signed 
by his hand and sealed with his seal ; and twenty-four hours 
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after, I answer for it, that the execution of it shall have 
begun. Adieu, madame; that is all I have to say to you.” 

“And I reply to you, sir, that this abuse of power, this 
banishment under a false name, is infamous!” 

“Would your ladyship prefer being hanged under your 
true name? You know that the English laws are inexorable 
concerning the abuse of the marriage contract. Explain 
yourself freely. Although my name, or rather my brother’s, 
is mixed up with all this, I will risk the scandal of a public 
trial to be sure of my aim in getting rid of you.” 

Her Ladyship made no answer, but she became as pale as 
a lifeless form. 

« Oh, I see you would rather travel. Very well, madame; 
there is a proverb which says that traveling is beneficial to 
youth. Faith, you are right, after all. Life is sweet, and 
that is the reason why I am not very anxious that you 
should take mine away. Thereremains, then, only the set- 
tlement of the five shillings a day. Iam a little too parsi- 
monious, am I not? But it is because I do not wish you to 
corrupt your keepers. Besides, you will still have your 
charms to seduce them with. Try them, if your failure 
with Felton has not disgusted you with attempts of that 
kind.” 

“ Felton has not spoken,” said Her Ladyship to herself; 
“so nothing is lost, after all.” 

“And now, madame, farewell; to-morrow I shall come 
and apprise you of the departure of my messenger.” 

Lord de Wiuter arose, bowed sarcastically to Her Lady- 
ship and left the room. 

Her Ladyship breathed again. She had yet four days 
before her, and four days would suffice for her to obtain 
complete mastery over Felton. 

And yet a terrible idea suggested itself to her mind. Per- 
haps Lord de Winter might send Felton himself with the 
warrant to Buckingham, and thus Felton would escape her; 
to insure her success it was necessary that the magic charm 
of her seduction should be undisturbed. 
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Yet, as we have said, one thing reassured her — Felton 
had not spoken. 

She did not wish to appear disheartened by the threats 
of Lord de Winter; she therefore sat down at table and 
ate. Then, as she had done the night before, she fell upon 
her knees and repeated her prayers aloud. And, as on the 
previous evening, the soldier ceased his walk and stood to 
listen. 

lsut she soon heard steps, lighter than those of the sen- 
tinel, approaching from the end of the corridor and stopping 
before her door. 

“Tt is he!” she said; and she began the same religious 
strains which had so violently excited Felton on the even- 
ing before. 

But although her soft, full, sonorous voice now thrilled 
more touchingly and more harmoniously than ever, the 
door continued closed. It did indeed appear to Her Lady- 
ship, in one of those furtive glances which she directed to 
the little wicket, that she could perceive through the 
close grating the ardent eyes of the young man; but 
whether this was a reality or a vision, he had at least suff- 
cient self-control on this occasion to keep himself from 
coming in. : 

Yet in a few moments after the conclusion of her relig- 
ious hymn Her Ladyship fancied that she heard a deep 
sigh, and then the same steps that she had heard approach- 
ing retired slowly and, as it were, reluctantly. 
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CHAPTER LY. 


THE FOURTH DAY OF IMPRISONMENT. 


WHEN Felton entered the room the next day he found Her 
Ladyship mounted on a chair, holding in her hand a cord 
made of some cambric handkerchiefs, torn into strips, twisted 
together, and fastened end to end. At the noise Felton 
made in opening the door Her Ladyship lightly jumped 
off her chair and endeavored to conceal behind her the extem- 
poraneous cord which she held in her hand. 

The young man was even more pale than usual and his 
eyes, red from want of sleep, proved that he had passed 
through a feverish night. And yet his forehead was more 
serenely austere than ever. 

He slowly advanced toward Her Ladyship, who had 
seated herself, and took hold of the end of this murderous 
woof, which inadvertently, or perhaps intentionally, she had 
left unconcealed. 

“ What is this, madame?” he asked, coldly. 

“That? Nothing!” said Her Jadyship, smiling with 
that melancholy expression which she so well knew how 
to impress upon her smile. ‘“ Weariness, you know, is the 
mortal enemy of prisoners. I was wearied and therefore I 
amused myself with twisting this cord.” 

Felton cast his eyes up to that part of the wall where he 
lind seen Her Ladyship standing on the chair which she was 
now sitting on, and above her head he saw a gilded hook 
fastened in the wall, which was placed there to support 
elther clothes or arms. 

He started, and the prisoner saw him start, for, though 
her eyes were cast down, nothing escaped her observation. 
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And why were you standing on this chair ?” he asked. 

“ What does it signify to you?” replied the lady. 

“ But,” resumed lelton, “I desire to know.” 

Do not question me,” said the prisoner; “ you know that 
to us true Christians it is forbidden to speak falsehood.” 

“Well,” said Felton, “I will tell you what you were 
doing, or rather, what you were about to do. You were 
about to complete the fatal work which you meditated. 
Remember, madame, if your God has forbidden you to 
speak falsehood, He has much more emphatically forbidden 
you to commit suicide.” 

“When God sees one of his creatures unjustly perse- 
cuted — placed, as it were, between suicide and dishonor — 
believe me, sir,’ replied Her Ladyship, in a tone of pro- 
found conviction, “ God will pardon suicide, for suicide then 
becomes martyrdom.” 

“You either say too much or too little. Speak, madame; 
in the name of Heaven explain yourself.” 

“What! Shall I relate my misfortunes to you, that you 
may treat them as fables—shall I tell you my designs, 
that you may disclose them to my persecutor? No, sir. 
Besides, of what consequence can the life or death of an 
unhappy convict be to you? You are only responsible for 
my body, are you not? And provided you produced a 
dead body which could be recognized as mine, no more 
would be required of you and you might perhaps even 
receive a double reward.” 

“T, madame!” exclaimed Felton. ‘Then do you suppose 
that I would ever receive a price for your life? Oh, you 
do not believe what you are saying !” 

“Leave me to myself, Felton, leave me to myself,” said 
Her Ladyship, with some excitement; “every soldier ought 
to be ambitious, ought he not? You are a lieutenant; 
well, you would follow at my funeral with the rank of 
captain.” 

“But what have I done to you, then?” said Felton, 
much agitated, “that you should burden me with such a 
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heavy responsibility before God and man? In a few days 
you will be far from here, madame. Your life will then be 
no longer under my care, and,” he added, with a sigh, 
“then — then you can do with it what you will.” 

“So!” exclaimed Her Ladyship, as though unable to 
restrain her holy indignation. “ You, a pious man — you, 
who are regarded as a just man—you only demand one 
thing, and that is, not to be inculpated, not to be incon- 
venienced, by my death.” 

“Tt is my duty to watch over your life, madame, and I 
will do so.” 

‘But do you understand the duty you discharge? It is 
cruel, even if I were guilty; but what name will you give 
it — with what term will the Almighty brand it—if I am 
innocent ? ” 

“] am a soldier, madame, and I execute the orders that I 
have received.” 

“And do you believe that at the day of final judgment 
the Almighty will make a distinction between the hood- 
winked executioner and the unrighteous judge? You will 
not allow me to kill my body and yet you make yourself 
the instrument of him who wishes to hill my soul!” 

“But I repeat to you,” said Felton, much moved, “ that 
no danger threatens you; I will answer for Lord de 
Winter as for myself.” 

“Madman!” exclaimed Her Jadyship, “ poor madman, 
who presumes to answer for another, when the wisest, 
those who are the most after God’s own heart, are afraid of 
answering for themselves, and who join the party of the 
strongest and most fortunate, to overwhelm the weakest 
and most miserable!” 

“Impossible, madame, impossible!’ muttered Felton, as 
he felt in his heart’s core the justice of this argument; 
“ whilst a prisoner, you will not recover your liberty through 
me; whilst alive, you will not lose your life by my conniv- 
ance.” 

“ Yes,” exclaimed Her Ladyship, “but I shall lose what 
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is much dearer to me than lfe—TI shall lose my honor, 
Felton ; and it is you whom I will make responsible, before 
God and man, for my shame and infamy !” 

On this occasion, Felton, insensible as he was, or as he 
pretended to be, could no longer resist the secret influence 
which had already enthralled him. To see this woman, so 
beautiful, fair as the brightest vision — to hear her by turns 
imploring and threatening — to suffer at the same time the 
ascendeucy of grief and beauty, was too much for a vision- 
ary man, the strength of whose brain was sapped by the 
ardent dreams of an ecstatic faith; it was too much for a 
heart corroded at the same time by the love of Heaven, 
which burns, and by the hatred of mankind, which destroys. 

Her Ladyship perceived his agitation; she felt intuitively 
the contending passions which burned with the blood in the 
young fanatic’s veins; and, like a skillful general, who 
sees the enemy preparing to retreat, and then rushes upon 
hun with a shout of victory, she arose — beautiful as a 
priestess of antiquity, mspired as a Christian virgin —and, 
with extended arms, and neck uncovered, and disheveled 
hair — with a hand modestly confining her dress upon her 
bosom and with a glance illuminated by that fire which 
had already carried disorder into the senses of the young 
Puritan, she walked toward him, uttering to an impetuous 
air, in that sweet voice to which she gave so terrible an 
emphasis : 


‘¢To Baal his victim send ; 
To lions cast the martyr ; 
Yet vengeance is God’s charter, 
To him my cries ascend.” 


Felton stood like one petrified. 

“Who are you? What are you?” exclaimed he, clasp- 
ing his hands; “Are you an angel ora demon? Are you 
Eloas or Astarte ? ” 

“Have you not recognized me, Felton? J am neither 
angel nor demon; J am but a daughter of the earth, a sister 
in your faith — nothing more!” 
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* Yes, yes,” said Felton. “I suspected it at first, but now 
T am convinced.” | 

“You are convinced! And yet you are the accomplice 
of that child of Belial whom men call Lord de Winter. 
You are convinced and yet you leave me in the hands of 
my enemies —of the enemy of England, and of the enemy 
of God! You are convinced and yet you deliver me up to 
him who fills and pollutes the world with his heresies and 
debaucheries —to that infamous Sardanapalus, whom the 
blind call Buckingham and the believers Antichrist !” 

“JT deliver you up to Buckingham! I! What is the 
meaning of your words?” 

“They have eyes,” exclaimed the lady, “and they will 
not see; they have ears, and they will not hear.” 

“ Yes, yes,” said Felton, drawing his hand over his damp 
brow, as if to drag away his last remaining doubt; “ yes, I 
recognize the voice that speaks to me in my dreams; yes, 
I recognize the features of the angel which visits me each 
night, crying to ny sleepless soul: ‘Strike! save England! 
save thyself! for thou wilt die without having appeased 
the Lord!’ Speak!” cried Felton, “speak! I can under- 
stand you now.” 

A flash of fearful delight, but rapid as thought, gleamed 
from Her Ladyship’s eyes. 

Fugitive as was this homicidal glance, Felton perceived it 
and started, as if it had thrown light into the dark abysses 
of that woman’s heart. 

He sudden'y recalled the warnings of Lord de Winter, 
the seductions of Her Ladyship and her first attempts on 
her arrival; he retreated a step and drooped his head, but 
without ceasing to look at her; as if, fascinated by this 
singular being, he could not turn his eyes away. 

Her Ladyship was not the woman to misunderstand the 
meaning of this hesitation. In the midst of these apparent 
emotions her icy coolness did not leave her. Before receiv- 
ing Felton’s answer, which would have obliged her to 
resume this conversation, impossible to sustain in the same 
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exalted strain, she let her hands fall, as if the weakness of 
the woman resumed its ascendency over the enthusiasm of 
the inspired saint. 

“But no,” said she, “it is not for me to be the Judith 
who will deliver Bethulia from this Holofernes. The sword 
of the Eternal One is too heavy for my arm. Let me, then, 
escape dishonor by death — let me find a refuge in martyr- 
dom. I neither ask for liberty, ike a criminal, nor for 
vengeance, like a pagan. To be allowed to die is all that I 
demand. I entreat you, I implore you on my knees, let me 
die! and my last sigh shall breathe forth a blessing on my 
preserver |” 

At this voice, so soft and supplicating —at this look, so 
timid and submissive, Felton advanced toward her. By 
degrees the enchantress had resumed that magic charm 
which she took up and laid aside at pleasure; that is to 
siy, beauty, softness, tears, and above all, the irresistible 
attraction of that mystical voluptuousness which is the 
most irresistible of all voluptuouspess, 

“ Alas!” said Felton, “1 can only pity you, if you prove 
to me that you area victim. But Lord de Winter makes 
most serious complaints against you. You are a Christian 
woman, you are wy sister in the faith. I feel myself 
drawn toward you—TI, who have never loved any one but 
my benefactor — I, who have only found traitors and infi- 
dels throughout my life. But you, madame — you, so truly 
beautiful — you, apparently so pure, must have committed 
many crimes for Lord de Winter to pursue you thus.” 

“ They have eyes,” repeated the lady, with indescribable 
softness, “and they will not see; they have ears and they 
will not hear.” 

“But then,” exclaimed the young officer, “speak, oh, 
speak!” 

“ What, confide my shame to you!” exclaimed the lady, 
with the blush of modesty upon her face; “often the crime 
of one is the shame of another. To confide my crime to 
you,a mwan,and Ja woman! Oh!” she continued, modestly 
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placing her hand before her eyes, ‘Oh! never, never could 
I dare.” 

“To me, as to a brother!” exclaimed Felton. The lady 
gazed at him for a long time with an expression which 
Felton took for doubt, but which was, nevertheless, only 
observation and a desire to fascinate. 

A suppliant in his turn, Felton clasped his hands. 

“Well, then!” exclaimed the lady, “I will dare trust my 
brother.” 

At this moment the step of Lord de Winter was heard. 
But the dreaded brother-in-law was not content, this time, 
merely to pass the door, as he had done the evening before; 
he stopped, and after exchanging two words with the senti- 
nel, he opened the door and entered. 

Whilst these two words were being spoken, Felton had 
rapidly moved from the lady’s side, and when Lord de Win- 
ter appeared he was standing at some distance from the 
prisoner. 

The baron entered slowly and cast a searching glance from 
the prisoner to the young officer. 

‘You have been here a long time, John,” said he. “ Has 
this woman related her crimes to you? If so, I can compre- 
hend the length of the interview.” 

Felton started, and Her Ladyship felt that she was lost 
if she did not come to the assistance of the disconcerted 
Puritan. 

‘“ Ah! you feared that your prisoner had escaped you!” 
said she. ‘ Well! ask your jailer what favor I was but now 
soliciting of him.” 

* And were you asking a favor?” said the baron, sus- 
piciously. 

’ “Yes, my lord,” replied the young man, much confused. 

“And what favor? Come, let us hear,” added Lord de 
Winter. 

“A knife, which she would return to me through the 
wicket an instant after she had received it,” replied Felton. 

“Ts there any one, then, concealed here, whose throat this 


_ 


t 


THE FOURTH DAY OF IMPRISONMENT. 257 


gracious person wishes to cut ?” inquired Lord de Winter, in 
a tone of mockery and contempt. 

“Yes, Iam here!” replied Her Ladyship. 

“T gave you your choice between America and Tyburn,” 
replied Lord de Winter; “choose Tyburn, my lady; the 
rope is, believe me, surer than the knife.” 

Felton grew pale and made one step forward, for he re- 
membered that when he came in the lady held a cord in her 
hand. 

“ You are right,” said she, ‘and I had already thought of 
it.” Then she added in a lower voice, “I will think of it 
again.” i | 

Felton shuddered even to the very marrow of his bones. 
Lord de Winter probably observed it, for he said: 

“ John, my friend, beware. I have placed my confidence 
in you; be watchful, [| have warned you. Besides, be of 
vood cheer, my boy; in three days we shall get rid of this 
creature, and where I send her she can never again injure 
any one.” 

“You hear him!” cried Her Ladyship, with a burst of 
indignation, which the baron thought was addressed to 
Heaven, but which Felton comprehended was for him. 

Feiton held down his head and mused. 

The baron took the officer by the arm, turning his head 
over his shoulder so as not to lose sight of the ladv while he 
was in the room. 

‘Come, come,” reasoned the prisoner, when the door was 
shut, “ I am not so far advanced as I believe myself to be. 
De Winter has changed his customary stupidity into unpar- 
alleled prudence. This is the desire of vengeance and thus 
does that desire form a man! As to Felton, he wavers. 
Ah! he is not a man of resolution like that cursed D’Arta- 
gnan. A Puritan adores only virgins and adores them with 
clasped hands; a musketeer adores women and loves thein 
with arms clasped around them.” 

Nevertheless, Her Ladyship remained in anxious expecta- 
tion. She thought that the day would not pass away with- 
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out her seeing Felton again. At last, about an hour after 
the scene we have just narrated, she heard some whispering 
at the door, which was soon afterward opened, and she rec- 
ognized Felton. 

The young man came hastily into the room, leaving the 
door open behind him, and signed to Her Ladyship to be 
silent. His countenance was fearfully excited. 

« What do you want?” said she. 

‘ Listen!” replied Felton, in a slow voice. “I have just 
dismissed the sentinel, that I may remain here without any 
one knowing that 1 am come, and speak to you without any 
one overhearing what I say. The baron has just related to 
me a terrible tale.” 

The lady assumed her smile of a resigned victim and shook 
her head. 

“Either you are a demon,” continued Felton, “ or the 
baron —my benefactor, my more than father —is a mon- 
ster. I have known you for four days —I have loved him 
ten years; therefore I may well hesitate between you two. 
Be not alarmed at what I say; I want to be convinced. 
This night, after midnight, I shall come to you and you 
must convince me.” 

“No, Felton — no, my brother,” said she, “ the sacrifice is 
too great and I see what it will cost you. No, I am lost; 
do not destroy yourself with me. My death will be far 
more eloquent than my life and the silence of the dead 
body will convince you better than the living prisoner’s 
words.” 

“ Be silent, madame,” said Felton, “and do not speak to 
me thus. J have come that you may promise me upon your 
honor — that you may swear to me by that which is most 
sacred to you— that you will not make any attempt upon 
your life.” 

«JT will not promise,” said Her Ladyship; “for no one 
~espects an oath more than I do, and if I promise I must 
xeep my word.” 

“Well,” said Felton, “bind yourself only till I have seen 
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you once again. If,after we have met, you still persist, you 
will then be free, and I myself shall then provide you with 
the weapon you have asked for.” 

“So be it!” said Her Ladyship; “for your sake I will 
wait.” 

“ Swear it!” 

‘T swear it by our God! Are you satisfied ? ” 

Well,” said Felton, ‘this night.” 

And he rushed out of the apartment, shut the door again 
and waited outside, with the soldier’s half-pike in his hand, 
a8 1f he were mounting guard. 

The soldier having returned, Felton gave him back his 
weapon. 

Then through the wicket which she had approached, Her 
Ladyship saw the young man cross himself with delirious 
fervor and hurry along the corridor in a transport of 
delight. 

As for herself she returned to her seat with a smile of 
savage scorn upon her lips and she blasphemously repeated 
the fearful name of that God by whom she had just sworn 
without ever having learned to know Him. 

“My God!” she said. “ Fanatical fool! My God is my- 
self, and he who will assist in my revenge!” 
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CHAPTER LVI. 


THE FIFTH DAY OF IMPRISONMENT. 


Minapy had, however, achieved a half-triumph, and the 
success she had obtained renewed her strength. 

There was no difficulty in vanquishing, as she had 
hitherto done, men ready to be led astray, and whom the 
education of a gallant court swiftly drew into her snares. 
Her Ladyship was beautiful enough to fascinate the senses 
and skillful enough to prevail over all the obstacles of 
mind. 

But on this occasion she had to strive against an untu- 
tored nature, concentrated and made impassible by austerity. 
Religion and penitence had made of Felton a man impene- 
trable to all ordinary seductions. Schemes so vast, projects 
so tumultuous, were floating in that fervid brain that there 
was no room for love—the sentiment that feeds itself on 
leisure and thrives and fattens on corruption. Her Lady- 
ship had, by her pretended virtue, made a breach in the 
opinion of a man prejudiced against her, and, by her beauty, 
in the heart and senses of a pure and candid man. Dy this 
experiment upon the most rebellious subject that nature and 
religion could submit to her consideration, she had at last 
taken the measurement of powers hitherto unknown even 
to herself. 

Often, however, during the evening, had she despaired of 
fate and of herself. We know that she did not invoke the 
aid of God; she trusted in the genius of evil, that bound- 
less sovereignty which rules over the details of human life 
alt. for which, as in the Arabian fable, a pomegranate seed 
suffices to build up again a ruined world. 
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Her Ladyship being quite ready to receive Felton, was at 
liberty to make her batteries ready for the next day. She 
well knew that only two days remained for her; that, were 
the warrant once signed by Buckingham —and LBucking- 
ham would sign it the more freely, as it bore a false name 
and he could not recognize the real woman whom it con- 
cerned — this warrant once signed, we say, the baron would 
immediately send her on board; and she knew, also, that 
women condemned to transportation use in their seductions 
arms much less powerful than those pretended virtuous 
women whose beauty is illumined by the sun of fashion, 
whose wit is vaunted by the voice of the world, and whom 
an aristocratic beam gilds with its enchanted light. To be 
a woman condemned to a wretched and disgraceful punish- 
ment is no impediment to beauty, but is an insurmountable 
obstacle to power. Like all persons of real genius, Her 
Ladyship well knew what accorded with her nature and her 
means. Poverty disgusted her; subjection deprived her of 
two-thirds of her greatness. Her Ladyship was only a 
queen amongst queens; the enjoyment of satisfied pride was 
essential to her sway. To command beings of an inferior 
nature was to her rather a humiliation than a pleasure. 

She should most assuredly return from her banishment 
—of that she had not the slightest doubt; but how long 
would that banishment continue? To an active and ambi- 
tious nature like that of Her Ladyship, the days which are 
not spent in self-elevation are unlucky ones. What, then, 
can we call the days of bitter descent ? To lose one, two, 
three years, that is an actual eternity; to return, perhaps, 
after the death or the disgrace of the cardinal; to return 
when D’Artagnan and his friends, happy and successful, 
had received from the queen the recompense that they so 
richly merited by their services to her—these were the 
devouring thoughts which a woman like Her Ladyship was 
quite unable to endure. Besides, the storm which raged in 
her breast was increasing in its violence and she would have 
burst her prison walls if her body could have attained for a 
single instant the same proportions as her soul. 
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And then, in the midst of all this, she was goaded by the 
remembrance of the cardinal. What would be thought, what 
would be said of her silence by that cardinal, so distrustful, 
80 anxious, and so suspicious —that cardinal, who was not 
only her sole support, her sole stay, her sole protector for 
the present, but also the principal instrument of her future 
fortune and revenge? She knew him well; she knew that 
on her return from a fruitless expedition she would in vain 
talk of her imprisonment, she would in vain exaggerate her 
sufferings. The cardinal would answer, with the mocking 
calmness of the skeptic, strong at once in power and in 
genius: “You should not have allowed yourself to be 
entrapped.” 

Her Ladyship then concentrated all her energy, murmur- 
ing forth, in the intricacies of her thought, the name of 
Felton, the sole gleam of light which visited her in the 
depths of that hell into which she had fallen; and like a 
serpent coiling and uncoiling its rings, to satisfy itself of 
its own strength, she, by anticipation, enveloped Felton in 
the countless folds of her own inventive imagination, 

Yet time rolled on. The hours, one after the other, 
appeared to arouse the clock as they passed ; every stroke 
vibrated in the prisoner’s heart. At nine o’clock Lord de 
Winter paid his customary visit; looked at the windows 
and bars, sounded the floorings and the walls, and examined 
the chimney and the doors; yet, during this long and 
minute investigation, not one word was uttered either by 
Her Ladyship or y him. 

“ Come, come,” said the baron, as he left the room, * you 
will not escape to-night.” 

At ten o’clock Felton came to relieve the sentinel at the 
door. Her Ladyship now recognized his step as a mistress 
recognizes that of a lover, and yet she both hated and 
despised this weak fanatic. 

It was not the appointed time, so Felton did not enter the 
room. 

Two hours after, just at the stroke of twelve, the sentinel 
was relieved. 
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And now the time had come, and from this moment Her 
Ladyship waited with impatience. 

The new sentinel began to walk along the corridor. 

In ten minutes Felton came. Her Ladyship listened. 

‘ Observe,” said the young man to the sentinel, “on no 
account whatever are you to leave this door; for you know 
that a soldier was punished for leaving his post for a 
moment last night, although it was I who kept guard dur- 
ing his short absence.” 

“Yes, I know it,” said the suldier. 

“T advise you, therefore, to adopt the strictest vigilance. 
For my part, lam going to inspect the room again and to 
observe this woman, who has, I fear, conceived some vio- 
lent designs against herself. My orders are to watch her 
closely.” 

“(;ood!” murmured Her Ladyship. ‘ There is the aus- 
tere Puritan telling a lie.” 

The soldier smiled. 

By Jove, lieutenant,” said he, “ you are not very unlucky 
in getting such a commission.” 

Welton blushed. Under any other circumstances he would 
have rebuked the soldier who indulged in such a joke; but 
his own conscience was now incriminating him too loudly to 
permit his tongue to speak. 

“Tf TL call,” said he, “ come in; and also, if any one comes 
call me.” 

“ Yes, sir,” said the soldier. 

Felton entered the room. Her Ladyship arose. 

-™ You have come,” said she. 

“T promised to come,” replied Felton, “and I am here.” 

“ You promised me something else, also,” said she. 

‘ What, then, oh, ny God!” said the young man, who, in 
spite of all his self-command, felt his knees tremble and his 
brow grow damp. 

“You promised to bring me a knife and to leave it with 
me after our interview.” 

“Do not speak of that, madaine,” said Felton; “there is 
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no situation, however terrible it may be, that can authorize 
one of God’s creatures to destroy himself. I have reflected 
that I never ought to render myself guilty of sucha crime.” 

‘Ah, you have reflected!” said the prisoner, again seat- 
ing herself in her chair, with a disdainful smile. “ And I, 
also, have reflected.” 

About what?” 

“That I had nothing to say to a man who did not keep 
his word.” 

“Ob, my God!” murmured Felton. 

“ You may leave the room,” said Her Ladyship; “1 shall 
not speak.” 

“ Here is the knife,” said Felton, taking from his pocket 
the weapon which he had, according to his promise, brought, 
although he hesitated to intrust it to his prisoner. 

“ Let me look at it,” said the lady. 

“For what purpose ?” said Felton. 

“Upon my honor I will return it immediately. You may 
lay it on the table and stand between it and me.” 

Felton gave the weapon to Her Ladyship, who examined 
it attentively and tried its point upon the end of her finger. 

“Very well,” said she, returning the knife to the young 
officer; “it 1s a serviceable weapon; you are a faithful 
friend, Felton.” 

Felton took the knife and laid it upon the table, as had 
been agreed with the prisoner. 

Her Ladyship’s eyes followed him with a satisfied glance. 

“ Now,” said sle, ‘listen to me.” 

The injunction was unnecessary, for the young man stood 
before her, waiting for her words, that he might feast upon 
them. 

© Felton,” said Her Ladyship, with a melancholy solem- 
nity, “Felton, if your sister, the daughter of your father, 
should say to you, — Whilst still young, and unfortunately 
beautiful, [ was decoyed into a snare, but I resisted ; tempta- 
tions and assaults were multipiied around me, but I resisted ; 
the religion that 1 serve and the God whom I adore were 
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blasphemed because I called that God and that religion to 
my aid, and I resisted; then outrages were heaped upon 
me and, as they could not sacrifice my soul, they determined 
forever to defile my body; at last a 

Her Ladyship stopped and a bitter smile was visible on 
her lips. 

At last,” said Felton, ‘and what did they do at last?” 

“ At last they resolved one night to paralyze that resist- 
ance which they could not overcome; one night they mixed 
a powerful narcotic with my drink. Scarcely had I finished 
my repast before I found myself sinking gradually into an 
unusual torpor. Although I had no suspicions, yet a name- 
less dread made me struggle against this drowsiness. I arose; 
1 endeavored to reach the window, to call for help; but my 
limbs refused to bear me up, it seemed to me as if the ceil- 
ing lowered itself on my head and crushed me with its 
weight. I stretched forth my arms and endeavored to speak 
but could only utter inarticulate sounds ; an irresistible numb- 
ness stole upon meand IJ clung to my chair, feeling that I was 
about to fall, but even this support was soon insufficient for 
my feeble arms; I fell first on one knee, then on both; I 
sought to pray, but my tongue was frozen — God neither 
saw nor heard me, and I sank upon the floor, subjugated by 
a sleep resembling death. 

‘ Of all the time which elapsed during this sleep I had no 
recollection whatever. The only thing [ can remember is 
that I awoke, and found myself transported into a circular 
chamber, most sumptuously furnished, into which no light 
penetrated save through an aperture in the ceiling. There 
seemed to be no door to enter at; it looked like a magnili- 
cent prison. 

“Tt was a long time before I could observe the place in 
which I was or recall the circumstances which IJ now relate. 
My mind appeared to struggle in vain against the oppres- 
sive darkness of that sleep from which I was unable to 
escape. I had some vague perceptions of a space passed 
over and of the rolling of a carriage; but all this was so 
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misty and so indistinct, that these events appeared rather 
to belong to the life of some other person than tu my own, 
and yet to be incorporated with mine through some fantas- 
tical duality. 

‘For some time the state in which I found myself 
appeared so strange that I supposed it was a dream. By 
degrees, however, the fearful reality forced itself upon me: 
I was no longer in the house I had inhabited. As well as I 
could judge by the light of the sun, two-thirds of the day 
were already spent. It was on the evening of the previous 
day that I had fallen asleep; my slumber had, therefore, 
lasted nearly twenty-four hours. What had happened dur- 
ing this protracted sleep ? 

“T arose, staggering. All myslow and torpid movements 
showed that the influence of the narcotic had not yet ceased. 
I found that my chamber had been furnished for the recep- 
tion of a woman, and the most complete coquette could not 
have formed a wish that, in looking around the apartment, 
she would not have found fulfilled. 

“ Assuredly I was not the first captive who had been con- 
fined within that splendid prison. But you understand, 
Felton, the more beautiful the prison, the more was I 
alarmed. Yes, it was a prison, for I in vain endeavored to 
escape. I tried all the walls to find a door, but everywhere 
the walls gave back a dull and heavy sound. I went 
around this room perhaps twenty times, seeking some kind 
of outlet; there was none; and I sunk upon a chair worn 
out with terror anc fatigue. 

“In the meantime night approached rapidly and with the 
night my fears increased. I knew not what to do. It 
seemed as if I were encompassed by unknown dangers into 
which I must plunge at every step. Although I had eaten 
nothing since the evening before, my fears prevented me 
from feeling hunger. 

“No external noise by which I could compute the lapse 
of time had reached me, but I presumed that it must be 
about seven or eight in the evening, for we were in the 
month of October and it was completely dark, 
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‘Suddenly the noise of a door turning on its hinges 
startled me; a ball of fire appeared above the window in the 
ceiling, casting a brilliant light into the room, and I per- 
ceived with horror that a man was standing at a few paces 
from me. 

“ A table with two covers, with a supper all prepared, was 
arranged, as if by magic, in the middle of the room. 

“And this man was he who had pursued me for a year, 
who had sworn my dishonor, and who, from the first words 
which fell from his lips, left me no hope of being at any 
future time restored to liberty.” 

“The wretch!” murmured J elton. 

“Oh, yes, the wretch!” exclaimed Her Ladyship, seeing 
the interest which the young officer, whose soul seemed 
hanging on her lips, took in the strange tale; “Oh, yes, 
the wretch! He thought that it was quite enough to have 
curried me off in my sleep; he now came, hoping that I 
would yield to my shame, since that shame was consum- 
mated —he came to offer me his fortune in exchange for 
my love. 

“ Everything that a woman’s heart can realize of haughty 
scorn and contemptuous speech I poured out upon that 
min. Undoubtedly he was habituated to such reproaches, 
for he listened to me with a calm and smiling look and 
with his arms folded on his breast; and then, when he 
thought I had no more to say, he approached to take my 
hand. J rushed toward the table, seized a knife and placed 
it to my bosom. ‘Take one step more!’ I cried, ‘and, 
besides my dishonor, you shall have to answer for my 
death !? : 

“Doubtless there was in my look, my voice, my whole 
appearance, that character of truth which carries conviction 
into the most wicked minds, for he stopped. 

“¢ Your death!’ eried he. ‘Oh, no! you are too charm- 
ing a creature for me to consent to lose you so. Adieu, 
fair one; I shall wait until you are in a better temper before 
I pay you another visit.’ 
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‘At these words he whistled, and the flaming globe 
which iulumined my room ascended and disappeared. I 
found myself once more in total darkness. The same 
noise of a door opening and shutting was an instant after- 
ward again audible; the globe of light descended anew, and 
I was again alone. 

“This moment was frightful. Had I been at all uncer- 
tain about my misery, every doubt was now dispelled before 
this fearful reality. I was now in the power of a man whom 
I not only detested, but whom I despised — of a man who 
had already given me a fatal proof of what he dared to do.” 

“But who was that man?” demanded Felton. 

Her Ladyship gave no answer to his question, but con- 
tinued her tale. 

“T spent the night on a chair, starting at the least noise. 
At about midnight the lamp went out and I was again in 
darkness. But the night passed away without any reappear- 
ance of my persecutor. Daylight came; the table was gone 
and I had still the knife in my hand. This knife was my 
sole hope. 

‘] was overwhelmed with fatigue, my eyes were burning 
from sleepiness; I had not dared to close them for a single 
instant. Daylight reassured me. I threw myself on my 
bed, still grasping the protecting knife, which I concealed 
beneath my pillow. 

‘When I awoke, another table was arranged. But now, 
in spite of my terrors, in spite of my agonies, a ravenous 
hunger made itself felt. Vor eight-and-forty hours I had 
tasted no nourishment. I ate some bread and a little fruit. 
Then remembering the narcotic mingled with the water I 
had drank, I did not touch that which was on the table, 
but went and filled my glass from a marble reservoir fixed 
in the wall above my toilet table. 

‘ And yet in spite of this precaution I remained for some 
time in extreme anguish; but on this occasion my fears 
were unfounded. I passed the day without experiencing 
anything that resembled what I feared. I took the pre- 
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caution, however, to empty the decanter of half the water, 
that my distrust might not be perceived. 

“ The evening came, but, profound as was the darkness, 
my eyes began to grow accustomed to it. In the midst of 
this obscurity I saw the table sink into the floor; a quarter 
of an hour afterward it reappeared, bearing my supper; a 
moment later, thanks to the same lamp, my apartment was 
again lighted. 

‘T was resolved only to eat of those things with which it 
was impossible to mingle anything somniferous. Two eggs 
and some fruit composed my meal and then I drew a glass 
of water from my guardian fountain and drank it. After 
the first mouthfuls it appeared to me no longer to have the 
saine taste as in the morning. <A sudden suspicion seized 
me. I stopped, but I had already swallowed half a glassful. 
I threw the remainder away with horror, and waited, with 
the icy drops of terror on my brow. Some invisible witness 
had unquestionably seen me take water from the fountain 
and had taken advantage of my confidence the more cer- 
tainly to accomplish my ruin, so coldly planned, so cruelly 
pursued. 

“Half an hour had not passed over before the same 
symptoms began to reappear. Only, as I had now taken 
no more than half a glass of water, I struggled longer 
against them, and instead of sleeping soundly I fell into 
that kind of slumber which left me the perception of all 
that passed around me, whilst it quite deprived me of the 
power of resistance or defense. I dragged myself toward 
my bed to seek the sole defense which remained — my 
guardian knife. But I could not reach the pillow. I fell 
upon my knees, grasping with my hands one of the posts of 
the bed.” 

Felton became fearfully pale and a convulsive shudder 
pervaded all his frame. 

“ And what was more horrible,” continued the lady, her 
voice trembling as if she felt the anguish of that terrible 
moment, “was, that on this occasion I was conscious of the 
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danger which hung over me. My soul, if I may so express 
myself, was watching over my sleeping body. I saw, lL 
heard — as in a dream, it is true; but my perceptions were, 
ou that account, only the more terrific. I saw the lamp 
again ascending and was gradually left in utter darkness. 
I then heard the sound of that door, so well known, 
although it had been opened but twice. I felt instinctively 
that some one was approaching me. It is said that the 
wretched beings who are lost in the deserts of America 
thus feel the approaches of a serpent. I wished to make an 
effort. I endeavored to cry out. By an incredible exertion 
of my will I even raised myself up, but it was only to fall 
again — fall into the arms of my persecutor.” 

“ But tell me, then, who was your persecutor ?” exclaimed 
the young officer. 

Her Ladyship saw at a glance how deeply she affected 
Felton by dwelling on each detail of her narrative; but she 
did not wish to spare hin any torture. The more deeply 
she wounded his heart, the more surely would he avenge 
her. So she proceeded once more as if she had not heard 
his exclamation, or as if she thought that the time for 
answering it had not yet come. 

“QOnly this time it was not a sort of inanimate corpse 
with whom the wretch had to deal. I told you that, with- 
out having recovered the entire use of my faculties, I had 
an idea of my peril. I struggled with all my strength and, 
though weakened, doubtless opposed a long resistance, and 
heard him exclaim. : 

“¢QOh, these miserable Puritans! I knew that they 
harassed their executioners, but I believed them to be less 
earnest in resisting their seducers.’ 

‘ Alas! this desperate resistance could not last long. I 
felt my strength leaving me, and this time the villain did 
not take advantage of my sleep, but of my swoon.” 

Felton listened without uttering aught but a sort of roar. 
The perspiration trickled down his brow, and with a hand 
hidden beneath his dress he tore his flesh. | 
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“My first impulse on returning to myself,” continued 
Her Ladyship, ‘‘ was to look under my pillow for the knife, 
which J had been unable to reach; if it had not served as a 
defense it might at least be useful foran expiation. But on 
taking this knife, Felton, a terrible idea suggested itself to 
me. I have sworn to tell you everything and I will do so; 
I have promised you thetruth,and I will tell it, though it 
should undo me.” 

“ The idea suggested itself to you to revenge yourself on 
this man, did it not ?” exclaimed Felton. 

“Well, yes,” said Her Ladyship, “it was as you have 
guessed. That idea was not becoming in a Christian, I 
know. Undoubtedly the eternal enemy of our souls him- 
self breathed it into my mind. In fact— how shall I con- 
fess it, lelton ?” continued Her Ladyship, in a tone of a 
woman accusing herself of a crime, “that idea came into my 
mind and has never left it since. And perhaps my present 
sufferings are but the punishment of the homicidal thoughts.” 

“Go on! go on!” said Felton; “I long to hear of the 
accomplishinent of your revenge.” 

“Oh, J determined that it should be delayed as short a 
time as possible! I doubted not that he would return on the 
following night. During theday I had nothing tofear. On 
this account, at breakfast time I did not hesitate to eat and 
drink. I was resolved to pretend to sup, but to taste noth- 
ing. I must, therefore, by the morning’s nourishment pre- 
pare myself to bear the evening’s fast. I concealed a glass 
of water from my breakfast, as thirst had been my severest 
suffering when I remained forty-eight hours without eating 
or drinking. 

“The day passed without producing any other effect upon 
me than to strengthen the resolution I had taken. But I 
took care that my face should not betray the thoughts of my 
heart, for I doubted not that I was watched. Many times, 
indeed, I even felt a smile upon my lips. Felton, I dare not 
tell you the idea at which I smiled — you would abominate 
me!” 
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“ Go on, go on,” said Felton; “ you see that I listen to you, 
and I want to know the end.” 

“The evening came,” continued Her Ladyship, “and the 
usual circumstances took place. During the darkness my 
supper was served as usual, and then the lamp was hghted 
and I placed myself at table. 1 ate only some fruit and pre- 
tended to pour water from the decanter, but drank that which 
I had kept in my own glass; the substitution was, however, 
so adroitly made that my spies, if I had any, could have no 
suspicion of the truth. After supper I exhibited all the 
appearances of the drowsiness that [ had felt the evening 
before; but this time, as 1f overwhelmed with fatigue, or as 
if familiarized with danger, I pretended to fall asleep. I had 
now found my knife and, whilst I feigned to sleep, my hand 
convulsively grasped the handle. 

“Two hours glided away without anything new occurring. 
On this occasion — oh, my God! who would have predicted 
that on the previous night!—TI actually began to fear that 
he might fail to come. 

« At last I saw the lamp gently rising and disappearing in 
the depths of the ceilmg. My apartment became dark,.but 
I made an effort to pierce through the gloom. About ten 
minutes then elapsed, during which I heard nothimg but the 
beating of my own heart. I prayed to heaven that he might 
come. 

 Atlength I heard the well-known sound of the door open- 
ing and shutting; I perceived, in spite of the thickness of 
the carpet, a step which made the floor creak; I saw, in spite 
of the darkness, a shadow which approached my couch.” 

“ Make haste! make haste!” interrupted Felton ; “do you 
not see that every one of your words burns me like molten 
lead ?” 

“Then,” continued Her Ladyship, “I collected all my 
strength. I called to mind that the moment of revenge, or 
rather of justice, had now arrived. I looked upon myself as 
another Judith. I held the knife in my hand, and when I 
saw him near me, then, witha last cry of grief and of despair, 
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I struck him in the middle of the breast! The wretch! he 
had foreseen the blow. His breast was covered bya coat of 
mail — the knife itself was blunted. 

“6 Ah! ah!’ cried he, seizing me by the arm and tearing 
from me the weapon which had so badly served me; ‘you 
want to kill me, my pretty Puritan; but that is more than 
hatred, it is ingratitude. Come, come, calm yourself, my 
charming child. Ithought you had grown gentler. Jam not 
one of those tyrants who keep women in opposition to their 
wills. Youdonotlove me? Ihadmy doubts about it, with 
my usual folly : now I am convinced of it. To-morrow you 
shall be free.’ 

‘JT had only one wish, which was that he would kill ine. 

“<Take care,’ said I, ‘for my liberty shall be your disgrace!’ 

«¢ Explain yourself, my beautiful sibyl.’ 

«¢ Ves,as soon as I am free, 1 will tell everything. I will 
proclaim your violence toward me—1I will proclaim my 
captivity. I will denounce this place of infamy. You are 
greatly exalted, my lord, but tremble! Above you is the 
king, and above the king is God? 

‘“ However great a command he had over himself, my per- 
secutor allowed an angry gesture to escape him. I could not 
see the expression of his countenance, but I had felt the 
trembling of his arm, on which my hand rested. 

“< Then you shall never leave this place,’ said he. 

Right! right!’ I exclaimed; ‘then the site of my pun- 
ishment shall be also the site of my tomb. Right! I will 
die here, and you shall see whether an accusing phantom be 
not even more terrible than the living enemy who threatens.’ 

“¢ But you shall have no weapon.’ 

¢ There is one which despair has placed within the reach 
of every creature who has courage to make use of it —I will 
die of hunger.’ 

«¢ Come,’ said the wretch, ‘isnot peace of more value than 
sucha war? I give you liberty thisinstant; I will proclaim 
your virtue, I will call you the Lucretia of England.’ 

«¢ And I will proclaim you the Sextus. I wili denounce 
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you before men, as I have already denounced you before 
God; and if it should be necessary that, like Lucretia, I 
should attest the accusation with my blood, I will attest it.’ 

«“¢ Ah, ah!’ said my enemy, in a tone of mockery, ‘ then it 
1s quite another thing. Faith, after all, you are very well 
off here. You shall want for nothing, and if you allow 
yourself to die of hunger it will be your own fault.’ 

‘‘ At these words he left the room. I heard the door open 
and shut, and remained overwhelmed — not so much, I con- 
fess, with grief, as with the shame of having failed in my 
revenge. 

“He kept his word. All the day and all the night of the 
next day passed without my seeing him; but I kept mine, 
also, and neither ate nor drank anything. I was resolved, 
as I had told him, to let myself die of hunger. I spent the 
day and night in prayer, for I hoped that God would for- 
give my self-murder. On the second night the door was 
opened. I was lying on the floor, for my strength began to 
fail me. At the noise I raised myself upon my hand. 

‘¢ Well, said a voice which vibrated on my ear too ter- 
ribly to be mistaken, ‘well, have you become a little more 
compliant and will you purchase liberty by a mere promise 
of silence? Come, I am a good prince,’ added he, ‘and 
although I do not love the Puritans, I do them justice, as 
well as their women, when they are pretty. Come, give 
me a little oath upon the cross; I ask for nothing more.’ 

“¢On the cross!’ I exclaimed, raising myself up, for on 
hearing that detested voice I had recovered all my strength. 
‘Upon the cross I swear that no promise, no threat, no 
torture, shall close my lips. Upon the cross I swear to 
denounce you everywhere as a murderer, a violator of honor, 
as a coward, Upon the cross I swear, if ever I accomplish 
my escape, to demand vengeance agaist you from the 
whole human race!’ 

¢ Take care!’ said the voice, in a tone of menace that I 
had not yet heard; ‘I have one expedient, which I will only 
employ at the last extremity, to stop your mouth, or, at 
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least, to hinder any one from believing a syllable of what 
you say.’ 

“T rallied all my strength to answer by a laugh of scorn. 

“ He saw that from this time it was war to the death be- 
tween us. 

“Listen, said he; ‘I give you the remainder of this 
night and to-morrow. Reflect! Promise to be silent, and 
wealth, consideration, even honor, shall surround you. 
Threaten to speak and I condemn you to infamy.’ 

“¢ Vou?’ I exclaimed, ‘you ?’ 

“To eternal, ineffaceable infamy !’ 

“* Vou?’ Irepeated. Oh, I assure you, Felton, I believed 
that he was mad. 

“¢ Ves, 1!’ he replied. 

«Ah, leave me,’ I cried, ‘leave me, if you do not wish 
me to dash out my brains against the wall before your eyes.’ 

“Well, said he, ‘youdemand it? I therefore leave you 
till to-morrow evening.’ 

‘Till to-morrow evening,’ I replied, sinking on the floor 
und biting the carpet in my rage.” 

Felton supported himself against a chair and Her Lady- 
ship saw with a demoniacal joy that the fortitude of the 
young officer would probably give way before the end of 
her recital. 
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CHAPTER LVII. 


AN EVENT IN CLASSICAL TRAGEDY. 


AFTER a moment’s silence, which Milady employed in 
observing the young officer who was listening to her, she con- 
tinued her story: 

‘Vor nearly three days I had neither eaten nor drank,” 
said she, “and I was suffering dreadful tortures. Soie- 
times a feeling as of passing clouds, which pressed upon 
my brow and dimmed my sight, came over me; it was 
delirium. The evening arrived. I was so weak that I 
fainted every moment, and each time that I fainted I 
thanked God, for I believed that I was dying. During one 
of these fainting fits I heard the door open and terror 
recalled me to myself. My persecutor entered, followed by 
aman inamask. He was himself also masked, but I recoz- 
nized. his step, his voice, and that commanding air which 
hell has given to his person for the misfortune of mankind. 

“Well, said he, ‘have you determined to take the oath 
which I required of you?’ 

“¢ You have yourself said the Puritans are faithful to 
their word, and you have already heard my resolution — it 
18, to appeal against you here on earth to the tribunal of 
men, and in Heaven to the tribunal of God.’ 

‘* So you persist ?’ 

“Yes! I swear it before the God who hears me— lL 
will call the whole world to witness to your wickedness and 
will never cease until I have found an avenger.’ 

“You are an abandoned woman,’ caid he, in a voice of 
thunder, ‘and you shall suffer the punishment of one! 
Tainted as you are in the eyes of that world which you 
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invoke, try to prove to it that you are neither guilty nor 
insane.’ 

“Then addressing the man who accompanied him, said, 
‘Executioner, do your duty!’ ” 

“Qh! his name!” cried Felton, in a new burst of rage; 
‘tell me his name!” 

“ Then, in spite of cries, in spite of my resistance, for I 
began to understand that something worse than death was 
meditated against me, the executioner seized me, threw me 
on the floor and bound me so as to wound and bruise me by 
his violence; and then, whilst 1 was suffocated by my sobs, 
almost senseless, and calling aloud on that God who did not 
listen to my cries, I uttered suddenly a fearful shriek of 
agony and shame. A burning instrument, a red-hot iron, 
the brand of the executioner, had been stamped upon my 
shoulder!” 

Felton groaned. 

“Look!” said Her Ladyship, rising with all the majesty 
of a queen; “look, Felton, how a new kind of martyrdom 
has been invented for a pure young gil, the victim of a 
monster’s brutal crime. Learn to know the hearts of men, 
and henceforth be more reluctant to become the instrument 
of their unjust revenge.” 

Her Ladyship, with a rapid motion, threw open her robe, 
tore away the cambric which covered her bosom, and, crim- 
soned by pretended rage and simulated shame, exposed to 
the young man the ineffaceable mark which dishonored that 
beautiful shoulder. 

“But,” exclaimed Felton, “it is a fleur-de-lis that I 
behold !” 

“ And in that consists the greater infamy,” replied Her 
Ladyship. “The brand of England would have made it 
necessary tor him to prove from what court the sentence 
had been issued and I should have made a public reference 
to all the tribunals of the realm; but the brand of France 
— oh, by that I was indeed branded !” 

It was more than Felton could endure. Pale, motion- 
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less, petrified by this frightful revelation, dazzled by the 
superhuman loveliness of that woman, who unveiled her- 
self before him with an immodesty which appeared to him 
sublime, he fell upon his knees before her, as did the first 
Christians before those pure and holy martyrs whom the 
persecution of the emperors delivered, in the Circus, to the 
sanguinary wantonness of the mob. The mark of infamy 
disappeared — the beauty alone remained. 

“Worgive me, forgive me!” exclaimed Felton; ‘oh, for- 
give me!” 

Her Ladyship read in his eyes, ‘“ Love! Love!” 

“ Forgive you—for what? ” she inquired. 

“J'orgive me for joining myself with your oppressors.” 

Her Ladyship held out her hand. 

“So beautiful, so young!” exclaimed Felton, covering 
that hand with kisses. 

Her Ladyship cast upon hin one of those glances which 
convert the slave into a monarch. 

Felton, Puritan though he was, relinquished her hand to 
kiss her feet. 

He no longer loved — he now adored her. 

When this crisis had passed over — when Her Ladyship 
appeared to have resumed the calmness she had never lost: 

“Ah!” said he, “I have now only one thing more to ask 
of you; it is the name of your true executioner, for in my 
opinion there was only one; the other was an instrument, 
nothing more.” 

“ Brother!” exclaimed Her Ladyship, “can it be neces- 
sary for me now to tell his name? Have you not already 
guessed it?” 

“What!” resumed Felton, “he! again he! What! the 
true criminal ?” 

“The true criminal,” said Her Ladyship, “is the plun- 
derer of England, the persecutor of all true believers, the 
cowardly destroyer of woman’s honor—he who, for a 
caprice of his polluted heart, is about to shed so much of 
England’s blood ; who protects the Protestants to-day and 
to-morrow will betray them |” 
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“Buckingham! It is indeed Buckingham!” exclaimed 
the exasperated Felton. 

Her Ladyship hid her face in her hands, as if she was 
unable to endure the shame which that name recalled. 

“Buckingham! the executioner of this angelic crea- 
ture!” exclaimed Felton. ‘“ And Thou, oh, God, hast not 
smitten him! Thou hast left him noble, honored, power- 
ful, for the destruction of us all! ” 

‘(God abandons him who ceases to be constant to him- 
self,” said Her Ladyship. 

“But surely he must wish to draw down upon himself 
the chastisement reserved for the accursed!” continued 
Felton, with increasing excitement. “Surely he must wish 
that human vengeance should anticipate the chastisement 
of Heaven!” 

‘ But men fear and spare him!” 

“Oh!” exclaimed Felton, “1 fear him not, neither will I 
Spare him!” 

Her Ladyship felt her heart bathed in a flood of infernal 
joy. 

“ But how,” continued Felton, “does Lord de Winter, my 
protector, my father, come to be concerned in this ? ” 

‘Listen, Felton,” replied Her Ladyship. ‘ By the side 
of the cowardly and contemptible there are always men of 
noble, generous natures. I was betrothed to a man whom 
I loved and who loved me; a heart lke yours, Felton, a 
man like you. I went to him and told him what had taken 
place. He knew me well and did not entertain a moment’s 
doubt. He was a nobleman —a man equal in every respect 
to Buckingham. He spoke not, but he girded on his sword, 
wrapped his cloak around him and proceeded to the palace 
of the duke.” 

«Yes, yes,” said Felton, “I understand; yet, with such 
men, it is not the sword that should be used, but the 
dagger.” 

“ Buckingham had departed on the previous evening as 
ambassador to the court of Spain, where he went to demand 
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the hand of the Infanta for King Charles I., then the Prince 
of Wales. My lover returned. 

“¢Visten, said he; ‘this man is gone and therefore for 
the present he escapes my vengeance. But in the mean- 
time let us be united as we ought to be; and then depend 
on Lord de Winter to support his own honor and that of 
his wife.’ ” 

“Lord de Winter!” exclaimed Felton. 

“ Yes,” said Her Ladyship, “Lord de Winter. And now 
you understand it all, do you not? Buckingham remained 
absent nearly a year; eight days before his return Lord de 
Winter died suddenly, leaving me his sole heiress. Whence 
came this blow? God, who sees everything, doubtless 
knows; as for me, I accuse nobody.” 

“Oh, what an abyss! what an abyss!” exclaimed Felton. 

“Lord ce Winter had died without confiding in his 
brother. The terrible secret was to have been concealed 
from every one until it burst like thunder on the guilty 
duke. Your protector had seen with pain this marriage of 
his brother with a young and portionless girl, and 1 per- 
ceived that I could expect no assistance from a man who 
was disappointed in his hopes of an inheritance. 1 went to 
Trance, resolved to remain there for the remainder of my 
hfe. But my whole fortune was in England, and all com- 
munications being stopped by the war, I was in want of 
everything and was, in fact, compelled to return. Six days 
ago I arrived at Portsmouth.” 

Well?” gaia Felton. 

“Well! Buckingham had unquestionably been apprised 
of my return and announced it to Lord de Winter, who 
was already prejudiced against me, and at the same time 
persuaded him that his sister-in-law was a dissolute and 
branded woman. The pure and noble voice of my husband 
was no longer there to defend me. Lord de Winter no 
doubt believed all that he heard, and the more readily 
because it was his interest to believe it. Hence he caused 
me to be arrested, conveyed here and placed under your 
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charge.- You know the sequel. The day after to-morrow 
he banishes, he transports me; the day after to-morrow he 
sends me forth amongst the infamous. Oh! the woof is 
well woven, the plot is skillfully planned, and my honor 
will perish in it. You see, Felton, why I must die! Felton, 
give me the knife!” 

At these words, as if all her strength were exhausted, 
Her Ladyship sank, weak and languishing, into the arms 
of the young officer, who, intoxicated with love, anger and 
unknown transports, received her with joy, eagerly press- 
ing his lips to that beautiful mouth and feeling her heart 
beat against bis own. 

‘No, no!” said he; “no, you shall live — you shall live 
honored aud pure — you shall live to triumph over your 
enemies |” 

Her Ladyship gently forced him back with her hand 
whilst she attracted him by her look. 

“Oh, death! death!” said she, lowering her eyelids and 
her voice; “death rather than disgrace, Felton, my brother, 
my friend, I beseech you!” 

“No!” exclaimed Felton, “no! you shall live and you 
shall be avenged.” 

“elton, 1 bring misfortune upon everything that sur- 
rounds me! Felton, desert nie, let me die!” 

“ Well, then, let us die together!” exclaimed he. 

Several knocks sounded on the door. 

“Listen!” said she; “we have been overheard. They 
come and itis ended. Weare undone!” 

“No,” said Felton, ‘'it is the sentinel, who merely lets me 
know that the guard is about to be relieved.” 

‘ Hasten then to the door and open it yourself.” 

Felton obeyed her. This woman already wholly engrossed 
his thoughts — she was already mistress of his soul. 

On opening the door he found himself confronted by a 
sergeant who commanded a patrol of the guard. 

“Well, what is the matter?” demanded the young lieu- 
tenant. . 
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“ You told me,” replied the sentinel, “to open the door if I 
heard you call for help, but you forgot to leave me the key. 
I heard you cry out without understanding what you said ; 
I tried to open the door, but it was fastened inside, and 
therefore I called the sergeant.” 

‘ And here I am,” said the sergeant. 

Felton — wandering, wild, verging on madness — remained. 
speechless. 

Her Ladyship saw at once that she must release him 
from his embarrassment. She ran to the table and seized 
the knife which he had placed there. 

« And by what right would you prevent my death?” said 
she. 

“ Great God!” exclaimed Felton, as he saw the knife glit- 
tering in her hand. 

At this moment a burst of ironical laughter resounded in 
the corridor. 

The baron, attracted by the noise, stood in his dressing- 
gown and with his sword under his arm, upon the threshold 
of the door. 

« Ah, ah!” said he, ‘here we are at the last act of the 
tragedy. You see, Felton, the drama has presented all the 
phases that I indicated. But don’t concern yourself — no 
blood will be spilled.” 

Her Ladyship felt that she was ruined, unless she could 
give Felton an immediate and terrible proof of her courage. 

“ You deceive yourself, my lord! Blood will be spilled, 
and may that »lood fall back on those who caused it to 
flow!” 

Felton uttered a cry and rushed toward her, but he was 
too late — she had dealt the blow. 

The knife had, fortunately — we ought to say skillfully — 
encountered the steel busk, which defended like a cuirass 
the chests of women at that period, and glancing aside, had 
torn the robe and penetrated transversely between the flesh 
and the ribs. The lady’s dress was, nevertheless, instanta- 
neously stained with blood, and she fell back, apparently 
insensible. 
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Felton snatched away the knife. 

«See, my lord,’ said he, with a gloomy look; “this 
woman, who was under my guard, has slain herself!” 

“Make yourself easy, Felton,” replied Lord de Winter ; 
‘ she is not dead; demons do not die so easily. Make your- 
self easy and go and wait for me in my apartment.” 

“But, my lord —.-” 

“Go, I command you! ” 

At this injunction from his superior, Felton obeyed; but 
as he went out he placed the knife in his bosom. 

As for Lord de Winter, he contented himself with sum- 
moning the woman who waited upon Her Ladyship, and 
when she came, having recommended to her eare the 
prisoner, who was still insensible, he left them together. 

Nevertheless, as the wound might, after all, in spite of 
his suspicions, be serious, he immediately dispatched a man 
on horseback for a surgeon. 
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CHAPTER LVIII. 


THE ESCAPE, 


As Lord de Winter had suspected, Her Ladyship was not 
very dangerously wounded. As soon, therefore, as she 
found herself alone with the attendant for whom the baron 
had sent, and who hastened to undress her, she opened her 
eyes. It was, however, necessary to counterfeit weakness 
and pain, and to an actress like Her Ladyship this was no 
difficult matter. So completely, indeed, was this poor 
woman the dupe of her prisoner, that in spite of the latter’s 
entreaties she persisted in watching over her throughout the 
night. 

But the presence of this woman was no inpediment to 
Her Ladyship’s thoughts. There could be no longer any 
doubt that Felton was convinced, that Felton was hers; and 
that had an angel appeared to the young man to accuse her, 
he would certainly have taken it, in his present state of 
mind, for an emissary of the Evil One. Her Ladyship 
smiled at this idea, for Felton was henceforth her only 
hope, her sole means of safety. 

Yet Lord de Winter might have suspected him, and Fel- 
ton himself might now, perhaps, be watched. 

About four o’olock in the morning the surgeon arrived, 
but Her Ladyship’s wound had already closed. The sur- 
geon, therefore, could determine neither its direction nor its 
depth, but from the pulse of his patient he concluded that 
the case was not very serious. 

In the morning, under pretence that she had not slept 
during the night, and needed rest, Her Ladyship dismissed 
the woman who had watched beside the bed. She enter- 
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tained a hope that Felton would visit her at breakfast time, 
but Felton came not. Had her secret fears been realized ? 
Had Felton been suspected by the baron, and would he fail 
her now, at the decisive moment? She had only one remain- 
ing day. Lord de Winter had fixed her departure for the 
twenty-third and this was the morning of the twenty-second. 
Nevertheless, she still waited in tolerable patience till the 
hour of dinner. 

Although she had eaten nothing in the morning, her din- 
ner was brought to her at the usual time, and Her Lady- 
ship then perceived with alarm that the uniform of the 
soldier who guarded her was changed. 

She hazarded a question as to what had become of Felton. 
The answer was that Felton had departed on horseback an 
hour before. She inquired whether the baron was still in 
the castle, and the soldier replied that he was and had given 
orders to be called if the prisoner should express a wish to 
speak to him. 

Her Ladyship said she was too weak at present and that 
her only wish was to remain alone. 

The soldier then quitted the room, leaving the dinner on 
the table. 

Felton had been sent away and the marines who guarded 
her were changed. It was obvious, therefore, that Felton 
was distrusted. This was the last blow inflicted on the 
prisoner, 

As soon as she was left alone, Her Ladyship arose. That 
bed to which she had confined herself in order that her 
wound might be thought serious, scorched her like a burn- 
ing furnace. 

She cast a glance at the door; a board had been nailed 
over the wicket. The baron, no doubt, feared that she 
might through this opening still tind some diabolical means 
of seducing her guards. Her Ladyship smiled with joy. 
She could now give way to her emotions without observa- 
tion. She roamed about her chamber with all the violence 
of a raging lunatic or of a tigress imprisoned in her iron 
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cage. Tad the knife still been there, she would certainly 
have resolved to kill, not herself, but the baron. 

At six o’clock Lord de Winter entered. He was armed to 
the very teeth. This man, in whom Her Ladyship had seen 
only a rather insignificant gentleman, had now become an 
inexorable jailer. He seemed to foresee everything, to con- 
jecture everything, to anticipate everything. A single 
glance at Her Ladyship told him what was passing in her 
soul. 

“So,” said he, ‘you will not kill me to-day, for you are 
without a weapon, and, moreover, | am on my guard. You 
had begun to corrupt my poor Felton; he has already 
felt your infernal influence, but I wish to save him and you 
shall see him no more. It is all ended now; you may col- 
lect your clothes, for to-morrow you will set out. I had 
fixed the embarkation for the twenty-fourth, but I have 
reflected that the sooner it takes place the surer it will be. 

xy twelve o’clock to-morrow I shall receive the order for 
your banishment, signed by Buckingham. If you say one 
single word to any one whatever before you are on board 
the vessel, my sergeant will blow out your brains; he has 
received his orders so to do. If, when on board, you speak 
to any one without the captain’s permission, the captain will 
have you cast into the sea. This is all settled. And now, 
farewell till our next meeting; I have nothing more to say 
to you to-day. I shall see you again to-morrow, to take 
leave of you.” 

At these wcirds the baron left the room. 

Her Ladyship had listened to this threatening tirade 
with a smile of scorn upon her lips, but with fury in her 
heart. | 

The supper was brought in. Her Ladyship felt that she 
needed strength, for she knew not what might be the events 
of that night, which was now approaching in gloom. Huge 
clouds were already sweeping across the skies and distant 
flashes announced a tempest. About ten o’clock the storm 
burst forth, and Her Ladyship found some consolation m 
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seeing nature partake of the commotion in her own breast. 
The thunder roared like the angry passions in her soul; and 
it seemed to her as if the passing gusts disturbed her brow 
as they did the trees whose branches they bent down, and 
whose leaves they swept off. She howled like the tempest, 
but her voice was unheard in the vast voice of nature, which 
also seemed to be moaning in despair. 

Suddenly she heard something strike against the window, 
and by the light of the gleaming flash she saw the counte- 
nance of a man appear behind its bars. She ran to the 
window and opened it. 

“Felton!” she exclaimed; “TI am saved!” 

“Yes,” said Felton, “ but silence! silence! I must have 
time to saw your bars, only be careful that we are not seen 
through the wicket.” 

“Oh! it is a token that the Lord is on our side, Felton,” 
replied Her Ladyship; “they have closed up the wicket with 
a board.” 

“Good!” said Felton. “Our God has deprived them of 
their senses.” 

‘ But what must I do?” inquired Her Ladyship. 

“Nothing! nothing! only shut your window. (io to bed, 
or, at any rate, lie down with your clothes on; and when I 
have finished I shall tap on the glass. But will you be able 
to accompany me? ” 

“Oh, yes!” 

“ But your wound ?” 

‘Pains me, but does not prevent me walking.” 

“ Be ready, then, at the first signal.” 

Her Ladyship closed the window, put out her lamp, as 
Felton had advised, and threw herself upon the bed. 
Amidst the raging of the storm she heard the grating of the 
file against the bars and by the light of every flash she 
beheld the form of Felton behind the glass. 

She passed an hour in almost breathless suspense; icy 
drops stood upon her brow, and at every sound that issued 
from the corridor her heart was convulsed with frightful 
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agony. There are hours which seem prolonged into years. 
At the expiration of this time, Felton again tapped. Her 
Ladyship bounded from her bed and opened the window; 
the removal of two bars had formed an opening large 
enough to admit a man. 

“Are you ready ?” demanded Felton. 

“Yes. Must 1 carry anything away with me?” 

‘Gold, if you have any.” 

“ Fortunately they have left me what I had.” 

‘ So much the better, for I have used all mine in charter- 
ing a vessel.” 

“Were!” said Her Ladyship, placing in Felton’s hand a 
bag of gold. 

Felton took the bag and threw it to the foot of the wall. 

“ Now,” said he, “will you come ? ” 

“ Here I am.” 

Her Ladyship mounted on a chair and passed the upper 
part of her body through the window. She saw the young 
officer suspended over the abyss by a ladder of ropes. For 
the first time a sentiment of fear reminded her that she was 
a woman. The void terrified her. 

‘T was afraid it would be so,” said Felton. 

“ It is nothing! it is nothing!” exclaimed Her Ladyship. 
YT will descend with my eyes shut.” 

‘‘ Have you confidence in me?” 

Need you ask me ?” 

“Then put your two hands together, and cross them. 
That’s right.” 

Felton fastened her two wrists together with his handker- 
chief and then bound a cord about them. 

“What are you doing?” demanded Her Ladyship, in 
surprise. 

“ Place your arms around my neck and do not be afraid.” 

“ But I shall make you lose your balance and we shall 
both be dashed to pieces.” 

“Do not be alarmed; I am a sailor.” 

There was not a moment to be lost. Her Ladyship 
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passed her arms around Felton’s neck and allowed herself 
to glide through the window. 

Felton began to descend the ladder slowly, step by step. 
In spite of the weight of the two bodies, the blast of the 
hurricane rocked them in the air. Suddenly Felton paused. 

“ What is the matter ?” demanded Her Ladyship. 

‘« Silence!” said Felton; ‘I hear footsteps.” 

“ We are discovered!” 

There was silence for a few moments. 

“No,” said Felton, “it is nothing.” 

« But what is that noise ? ” 

“Tt is the patrol, who are about to pass on their round.” 

‘ And where do they pass ?” 

“Immediately beneath us.” 

“Then we shall be discovered.” 

“No, if there should be no lightning.” 

“They will strike against the bottom of the ladder.” 

“Fortunately it is too short by six feet.” 

‘There they are! My God!” 

“Silence!” 

They both remained suspended — motionless, scarcely 
venturing to breathe, at a height of twenty feet above the 
ground, whilst the soldiers passed laughing and talking 
beneath them. It was a fearful moment for the fugitives! 
The patrol passed by. They heard the sound of their 
retreating steps and the murmur of their voices, which 
gradually became weaker in the distance. 

“Now,” said Felton, “we are saved !” 

Her Ladyship breathed a sigh, and fainted. 

Felton continued to descend. Having reached the bottom 
of the ladder and finding no further support for his feet, he 
now descended with his hands, until he clung to the last 
step, when, hanging by the strength of his wrists, he found 
that his feet touched the ground. He picked up the bag of 
gold, which he took between his teeth, and raising Her 
Ladyship in his arms, retreated rapidly in a direction oppo- 
site to that which the patrol had taken. Leaving the line 
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of the guard he plunged down amidst the rocks, and when 
he had reached the sea-shore he whistled. His signal was 
answered in a similar manner, and five minutes afterward a 
boat appeared, manned by four men, 

The boat came near, but the water was too shallow for it 
to reach the shore. Felton waded into the sea up to his 
waist, not wishing to intrust his precious burden to any 
other hands. Fortunately the tempest was beginning to 
abate, although the sea was still rough. The little boat 
bounded on the waves like a nutshell. 

“To the sloop!” said Felton, “and pull quickly.” 

The four men bent themselves to their work, but the sea 
was too heavy for their oars to make much headway. 
Nevertheless, they began to leave the castle behind them, 
and that was the principal aim. The night was profoundly 
dark and it was almost impossible for them to perceive the 
shore; much less would any one upon the shore be able to 
perceive their boat. A black speck was rocking on the sea; 
it was the sloop. 

Whilst the boat was advancing toward it with all the 
strength of its four oarsmen, Felton unbound the cord and 
the handkerchief which confined Her Ladyship’s hands. 
Then, when her hands were once more free, he took some 
sea water and sprinkled it upon her face. Her Ladyship 
heaved a sigh and opened her eyes. 

“ Where am I?” said she. 

“ Saved,” replied the young officer. 

‘Oh! savea! saved!” exclaimed she. “ Yes, I see the 
heavens and the ocean. This air which I breathe is that of 
liberty! Ah! Thanks, Felton, thanks!” 

The young man pressed her to his heart. 

“But what is the matter with my hands?” asked Her 
Ladyship; “my wrists feel as though they had been crushed 
in a Vise.” 

She lifted up her arms; her wrists were indeed bruised. 

‘ Alas!” said Felton, looking at those beautiful hands, 
with a melancholy shake of the head. 
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«Oh! it is nothing, it is nothing!” exclaimed Her Lady- 
ship. ‘I remember now.” 

Her Ladyship looked around her. 

“Tt is there,” said Felton, pointing to the bag of gold. 

They neared the sloop. The seamen on watch hailed the 
boat, from which an answer was returned. 

“ What vessel is this?’ demanded Her Ladyship. 

‘The one I have chartered for you.” 

“ And whither will it take me?” 

‘Wheresoever you please, after you have landed me at 
Portsmouth.” 

“What have you to do at Portsmouth?” demanded Her 
Ladyship. 

“To execute the orders of Lord de Winter,” said Felton, 
with a gloomy smile. 

‘What orders? ” inquired Her Ladyship. 

“Do you not understand, then ?” replied Felton. 

‘No; explain yourself, I beseech you.” 

‘As he distrusted me, he determined to guard you him- 
self and sent me in his stead to procure Buckingnam’s sig- 
nature to the order for your transportation.” 

‘ But, if he suspected you, how came he to intrust you 
with this order ? ” 

‘“ He supposed me ignorant of its purport, as he had told 
me nothing respecting it. I had, however, received my 
information from you.” 

‘True! And you are going to Portsmouth ? ” 

*T have no time to lose; to-morrow is the twenty-third, 
and Buckingham departs to-morrow with the fleet.” 

“ Departs to-morrow! Where is he going?” 

“To La Rochelle ? ” 

He must not go!” exclaimed Her Ladyship, forgetting 
her habitual presence of mind. 

‘You may rest easy,” replied Felton, “he will not go!” 

Her Ladyship trembled with delight. She had just pene- 
trated the most secret depths of the young man’s heart and 
had there seen the death of Buckingham ineffaceably regis- 
tered. 
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“Felton,” whispered she, “you are as great as Judas 
Maccabeus. Should you die, I die with you! I can say no 
more.” 

“Hush!” said Felton, “ we have reached the vessel.” 

They were, in fact, beside the sloop. Felton ascended 
the ladder and gave his hand to Her Ladyship, whilst the 
sailors supported her, for the sea was still agitated. Ina 
moment afterward they were upon the deck. 

“ Captain,” said Felton, “here is the lady of whom I 
spoke to you. You must take her, safe and sound, to 
France.” 

“Vor a thousand pistoles,” replied the captain. 

“ T have already paid you five hundred.” 

“ True,” said the captain. 

« And here are the other five hundred,” added Her Lady- 
ship, putting her hand to the bag of gold. 

“No,” said the captain, “I have but one word and that I 
gave to this young man. ‘The other five hundred pistoles 
are not my due until we reach [oulogne.” 

“ And shall we reach there ? ” 

“Safe and sound,” replied the captain, “as sure as my 
name is Jack Lutler.” 

“Well!” said Her Ladyship, ‘if you keep your word, 
instead of five hundred, [ will give you a thousand pistoles.” 

“Hurrah for you, then, my lovely lady!” exclaimed the 
captain, “and may fortune often send me such passengers 
as your ladyship.” 

“In the meantime,” said Felton, “run into Chichester 
Bay, near Portsmouth. You remember that it was agreed you 
should take us there?” 

The captain replied by issuing orders for the necessary 
evolutions, and toward seven o’clock in the morning the lit- 
tle vessel came to in the appointed bay. 

During the passage Felton related everything to Her 
Ladyship ; how, instead of going to London, he had chartered 
this little vessel; how he had returned; how he had scaled 
the wall by placing in the interstices of the stones, as he 
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went up, cramp irons to support his feet; and how at last, 
having reached the bars of her window, he had secured the 
ladder to them. Her Ladyship knew the rest. 

On her side Her Ladyship endeavored to encourage Fel- 
ton in his design, but at the first word she uttered she clearly 
perceived that it was necessary rather to moderate than to 
excite the young fanatic. 

It was agreed that Her Ladyship should wait for Felton 
until ten o’clock, and if be had not returned by that hour 
she was to set out. 

In the latter case, and supposing him to be afterward at 
liberty, he was to join her in France, at the Carmelite Con- 
vent of Bethune, 
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CHAPTER LIX. 


WHAT HAPPENED AT PORTSMOUTH ON THE TWENTY-THIRD 
oF AUGUST, 1628. 


Fretton took leave of Milady as a brother who is going 
out for a simple walk takes leave of his sister, by kissing 
her hand. His whole manuer and appearance indicated a 
state of ordinary tranquillity, except that a strange gleam, 
hike the brilliancy of fever, beamed from his eyes. His 
forehead was even paler than usual, his teeth firmly closed, 
and his speech had a short and abrupt tone which seemed 
to denote that his thoughts were intent upon some gloomy 
purpose. 

As long as he remained in the boat which took him on 
Shore he kept his face turned toward Her Ladyship, who, 
standing on the deck, followed him with her eyes. Neither 
of them now entertained much fear of being pursued. Her 
Ladyship’s apartment was never entered before nine o’clock 
in the morning, and it took some hours to travel from the 
castle to London. 

Felton set foot on land, climbed the rising ground which 
led to the top of the cliff, saluted Her Ladyship for the last 
time, and took his way toward the town. After a hundred 
steps, as the path turned downwards, he could no longer see 
more than the mast of the vessel. 

He hastened as fast as possible in the direction of Ports- 
mouth, whose towers and houses could be seen about half a 
mile off through the morning mist. Beyond the town the 
Bea was covered with innumerable ships, whose masts, like a 
forest of poplars stripped of their leaves by winter, bent 
before the breath of the wind. 
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During this rapid walk Felton reviewed in his mind all the 
accusations, whether true or false, with which two years of 
ascetic meditation and long intercourse with the Puritans 
had furnished him against the royal favorite. When he 
compared the public crimes of this minister — crimes which 
were notorious and, in a manner, European — with those 
private and unknown ones of which Her Ladyship had 
accused him, Felton found that the most guilty of the two 
beings whom Buckingham united in himself was the one 
whose life was hidden from the world. His own love, so 
singular, fresh and ardent, made him see the infamous and 
Imaginary accusation of Her Ladyship, as one sees through 
a microscope the atoms of an insect, otherwise imperceptible, 
attaining the proportions of a frightful monster. The rapid- 
ity of his progress also inflamed his blood. The idea that 
he left behind him, exposed to a dreadful vengeance, the 
woman whom he loved, or, rather, adored as a saint — his 
past emotions, and his present fatigue — all tended to excite 
and elevate his soul above the feelings of humanity. 

On entering Portsmouth at about eight o’clock in the 
morning, he found the whole population in motion. The 
drums were beating in the streets and in the harbor, and 
the troops about to be embarked were descending toward 
the sea. Felton arrived at the Admiralty House, covered with 
dust and wet with perspiration. His usually pale fave was 
purple with heat and anger. The sentinel wished to repulse 
him, but Felton called for the officer on guard and drew froin 
his pocket the letter which he carried. 

“ An express from Lord de Winter,” said he. 

At the name of Lord de Winter, who was known to be one 
of Buckingham’s most intimate friends, the officer gave an 
order for the admission of Felton, who, moreover, himself 
wore the uniform of a naval officer. 

Felton rushed into the house, but the moment he reached 
the hall another man also entered, covered with dust and out 
of breath, having left at the door a pdst-horse, which on 
Teaching there had fallen on its knees. Both individuals 
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addressed Patrick, the duke’s confidential valet, at the same 
moment. Felton named the Baron de Winter. The stranger 
refused to mention any name and declared that he could 
make himself known to no one but the duke. Each insisted 
on being admitted before the other. Patrick, who knew that 
Lord de Winter was connected, both by business and friend- 
ship, with his grace, gave the preference to him who came in 
his name. The other was obliged to wait, and it was easy 
enough to see how heartily he cursed the delay. 

The valet conducted Felton through a large room, in 
which were waiting the deputies from La Rochelle, led by 
the Prince de Soubise, and introduced him into a cabinet, 
where Buckingham, having just left the bath, was finishing 
his toilet, to which now, as ever, he gave much attention. 

‘ Lieutenant Felton,” said Patrick, “from Lord de Win- 
ter.” 

“From Lord de Winter ?” repeated Buckingham. ‘“ Show 
him in.” 

Felton entered. At this moment Buckingham threw upon 
a sofa a rich dressing-gown, brocaded with gold, and put on 
a doublet of blue velvet, entirely embroidered with pearls. 

“Why did not the baron come himself?” demanded 
Buckingham. “TI expected him this morning.” 

“ He desired me to inform your grace,” said Felton, “that 
he very much regretted not having that honor, but that he 
was prevented by the watch which he is obliged to keep at 
the castle.” 

“Yes, yes,” said Buckingham; “I know that; he has a 
lady prisoner there.” 

“It is, in fact, about that prisoner that I wish to speak to 
your grace,” replied Felton. 

“ Well, proceed.” 

f What I have to say to you, my lord, must be heard _ 
yourself alone.” 

“ Leave us, Patrick,” said Buckingham, “but keep within 
aearing; I shall call you presently.” 

Patrick left the room. 
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“We are alone, sir,” said Buckingham. “ Speak.” 

“My lord,” replied Felton, “the Baron de Winter lately 
wrote to your grace requesting you to sign an order for the 
transportation of a young woman, named Charlotte Back- 
son.” 

“Yes, sir; and I replied, that he should either bring or 
send me the order and I would sign it.” 

“ Here it is, my lord.” | 

“ Give it me,” said the duke. 

Taking the paper from Felton’s hands, his grace cast a 
rapid glance over its contents. Then, perceiving it was 
really that which had been referred to, he laid it on the 
table, took a pen and prepared to sign it. 

“Pardon me, my lord,” said Felton, interrupting the 
duke, “but is your grace aware that Charlotte Backson is 
not the real name of this young woman?” 

“Yes, sir, ] know it,” replied the duke, dipping his pen 
into the ink. 

“Then your grace is acquainted with her real name?” 
demanded Felton, in an abrupt tone. 

“T do know it.” 

The duke put the pen to the paper. Felton became pale. 

“And knowing this true name,” resumed Felton, “ will 
your grace still sign the paper ?” 

“Certainly,” said Buckingham, “and rather twice than 
once.” 

“JT cannot believe,” continued Felton, in a voice which 
became more and more abrupt and reproachful, “that your 
grace is aware that this refers to Lady de Winter.” 

“T am perfectly aware of it, although I am astonished 
that it should be known to you.” 

“ And your grace will sign this order without remorse ? ” 

Buckingham looked haughtily at the speaker. 

“Do you happen to know, sir,” said he, “ that you are ask- 
ing me some strange questions, and that I am very fcolish to 
answer them ?” 

‘“ Answer them, my lord!” said Felton; “ your position is 
perhaps more serious than you suppose.” 
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Buckingham thought that as the young man came from 
Lord de Winter he probably spoke in his name; he therefore 
restrained himself. 

“Without any remorse whatever,” said he; “and the 
baron knows as well as I do that Her Ladyship is a great 
criminal, to whom it is almost a favor to limit her punish- 
ment to transportation.” 

The duke again put his pen to the paper. 

“You shall not sign that order, my lord,” said Felton, 
making a step toward the duke. 

“T shall not sign this order? ” exclaimed Buckinghan ; 
“and why not?” 

“ Because you will consult your own conscience and will 
render justice to the lady.” 

“It would be nothing more than justice if she were sent 
to Tyburn,” said the duke; ‘ Her Ladyship is an infamous 
creature.” , 

* My lord, Her Ladyship is an angel! You know it well, 
and I demand her liberty.” 

“Ah!” said Buckingham, “ are you mad, thus to speak to 
me?” 

“Excuse me, my lord; I speak as I can—TI restrain 
myself. Yet, my lord, think of what you are about to do; 
beware lest you should overfill the measure a 

‘What does he mean? God forgive me,” exclaimed 
Buckingham, ‘I verily believe he threatens me!” 

“No, my lord! I implore you still, and I warn you — 
one drop of water is sufficient to make a full vase overflow 
—a slight fault is sufficient to draw down vengeance upon 
the head which has been spared to this day, in spite of so 
many crimes.” 

“Mr. Felton,” said Buckingham, “ you will leave this room 
and immediately place yourself under arrest.” 

“ And you, my lord, will hear me to the end. You have 
seduced this young girl, you have outraged and polluted her. » 
Repair your crimes toward her, let her depart freely, and I 
will exact nothing more of you.” 
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“You will exact nothing more!” cried Buckingham, look- 
ing at Felton with astonishment and dwelling on each 
syllable of the words which he had just pronounced. 

“ My lord,” continued Felton, becoming more excited as 
he spoke, “my lord, be careful; the whole of England is 
wearied by your iniquities; my lord, you have abused the 
royal power, which you have almost usurped; my lord, you 
are an abomination to God and man. God will punish you 
hereafter and I will punish you now.” 

“Ah! This is rather too much !” exclaimed Buckingham, 
making a step toward the door. 

Felton barred the way. 

“T humbly entreat you,” said he, “to sign an order for 
the liberation of Lady de Winter. Reflect that she is the 
woman whom you have dishonored.” 

“ Leave the room, sir!” said Buckingham, “or I will call 
my servants to expel you!” 

“ You will not call them,” rephed Felton, cnsowiie him- 
self between the duke and the bell, which was placed upon 
a stand inlaid with silver; “take care, my lord, for you are 
now in God’s hands! ” 

“In the devil’s hands, you mean!” exclaimed Bucking- 
ham, elevating his voice so as to attract the attention of 
those without, but not exactly calling them. 

‘Sign, my lord —sign the liberation of Lady de Win- 
ter!” said Felton, pushing a paper toward the duke. 

“By force? You are making a fool of yourself! Halloo, 
there! Patrick!” 

“Sign, my lord!” 

“ Never !” 

“ Never ?” 

“ Help!” cried the duke, at the same time leaping toward 
his sword. 

But Felton did not give him time to draw it; the open 
knife with which Her Ladyship had wounded herself was 
concealed under his doublet, and in one bound he was upon 
the duke. 
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At that moment Patrick entered the room, exclaiming : 

“My lord, a letter from France.” 

“From France!” cried Buckingham, forgetting every- 
thing as he imagined from whom that letter came. 

Felton took advantage of the moment and buried the 
knife up to its handle in his side. 

“ Ah, traitor!” exclaimed Buckingham, “thou hast slain 
me!” 

“Murder!” shouted Patrick. 

Felton cast his eyes around, and seeing the door free, he 
rushed into the adjoining room, in which, as we have said, 
the deputies from La Rochelle were waiting, passed through 
it, still running, and hurried toward the staircase. but 
upon the first step he met Lord de Winter, who, on seeing 
him wild looking, livid, and with blood-stains upon the 
hands and face, rushed upon him and exclaimed: 

“T knew it! I foresaw it! One minute too late. Alas, 
alas! unfortunate that I am! ” 

Felton did not attempt to resist and Lord de Winter 
handed him over to the guards, who, in the meantime, con- 
ducted him to a httle terrace overlooking the sea. His 
lordship himself hastened into Buckingham’s cabinet. 

On hearing the duke’s cry, and Patrick’s shout, the man 
whom Felton had met in the ante-chamber rushed into his 
grace’s room. He found the duke reclining upon a sofa, 
pressing the wound with his convulsive hand. 

‘“ Laporte,” svid the duke, in a dying voice, “ Laporte, 
do you come from her ? ” 

“Yes, your grace,” replied the faithful servant of Anne 
of Austria, “but I fear 1 come too late.” 

“Hush, Laporte! you might be overheard. Patrick, let 
no one enter. Oh, I shall not know what she says to me! 
My God! Iam dying!” 

The duke fainted. 

Nevertheless, Lord de Winter, the deputies, the chiefs of 
the expedition, and the officers of Buckingham’s household 
had already forced their way into the room The tidings, 
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which had filled the house with lamentations and groans, 
soon spread and became generally known throughout the 
town; whilst the firing of a cannon announced that some- 
thing new and unexpected had occurred. 

Lord de Winter tore his hair. ‘One minute too late!” 
exclaimed he. “One minute too late! Oh, my God! my 
God! what a misfortune!” 

He had, in fact, at seven o’clock in the morning received 
information that a rope-ladder had been found suspended 
from one of the windows of the castle, and instantly has- 
tening to Her Ladyship’s chamber, he had found it empty, 
the window open, and the bars filed through. Remem- 
bering, then, the verbal warning which D’Artagnan had 
sent to him through his messenger, he had trembled for the 
duke; and without a moment’s delay he had mounted the 
first horse he found and galloped at full speed to Ports- 
mouth, dismounted in the courtyard and hastily ascended 
the staircase, where, as we have already said, he encountered 
Felton on the topmost step. 

But the duke was not yet dead. He recovered his senses, 
again unclosed his eyes, and hope revisited all their hearts. 

‘“ Gentlemen,” said he, “leave me alone with Patrick and 
Laporte. Ah, is it you, De Winter? You sent mea strange 
madman this morning. See the state in which he has 
placed me!” 

“Oh, my lord!” exclaimed the baron, “oh, my lord, never 
shall I forgive myself for it!” 

“ And there you would be wrong, De Winter,” said Buck- 
ingham, giving him his hand. “I know not of any man 
who is worthy to be regretted by another throughout the 
whole of his life. But leave us, I beseech you!” 

The baron left the room, sobbing. 

There remained in the cabinet only the wounded duke, 
Laporte and Patrick. A surgeon had been sent for, but 
could not be found. 

“You will live, my lord! you will live!” repeated the 
messenger of Anne of Austria, who was kneeling before 
the duke’s sofa. 
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‘What has she written to me?” said Buckingham, 
feebly, as the blood gushed from him, and he subdued, in 
order to speak of her he loved, his enormous pains; “ what 
has she written tome? Read me her letter.” 

‘Oh, my lord!” exclaimed Laporte. 

“Well, Laporte, do you not see that I have no time to 
lose ?” 

Laporte instantly broke the seal and placed the parch- 
ment before the duke’s eyes; but Buckingham in vain 
attempted to decipher the writing. 

“Read it, then,” said he; “read it—read quickly, for I 
can no longer see! Read it, for I shall soon be no longer 
able to hear, and shall die without knowing what she has 
written to me.” 

Laporte no longer hesitated. The letter was as follows: 


“My Lorn, — By all that I have suffered through you 
and for you since I have known you, I conjure you, if you 
have any regard for my peace, to put an end to those vast 
preparations which you are making against France, and to 
cease a war, of which it is said, religion is the avowed, and 
your love for me the secret cause. That war may not only 
bring great calamities to France and England, but even 
upon yourself, my lord— misfortunes for which I could 
never be consoled. Be watchful over your own life, which 
is threatened, and which will be dear to me from the 
moment when [ shall not be obliged to consider you as an 
enemy. Yours affectionately, ANNE.” 


Buckingham roused all his fast failing energies to listen 
to this letter, and when it was ended, as if he had experi- 
enced a bitter disappointment : 

‘And have you nothing more to tell me—no verbal 
mnessage, Laporte?” demanded he. 

“Yes, my lord; the queen charged me to tell you to be 
upon your guard, for she had been warned that you were 
to be assassinated !” 
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«¢ And is that all—is that all?” resumed Buckingham, 
impatiently. 

“She also bade me tell you that she still loved you.” 

‘“ Ah!” said Buckingham. “God be praised! My death, 
then, will not be to her as the death of a stranger!” 

“Patrick,” continued the duke, “bring me the casket 
which contained the diamond studs.” 

Patrick brought the object he demanded, which Laporte 
recognized as having belonged to the queen. 

“ Now the white satin bag on which her initials are em- 
broidered in pearls.” 

Patrick again obeyed. 

‘Here, Laporte,’ said Buckingham, “here are the only 
tokens which I have received from her — this silver casket 
and these two letters. You will restore them to her maj- 
esty ; and, for a last memorial ” — he looked around him for 
some precious object — “you will join with them as 

He still strove to find some gift; but his eyes, dimmed by 
death, encountered nothing but the knife which had fallen 
from Felton’s hand, with the crimson blood still reeking on 
its blade. 

“ And you will join with them this knife,” said the duke, 
pressing Laporte’s hand. 

He was still able to place the satin bag in the casket and 
to drop the knife upon it,as he made a sign to Laporte that 
he could no longer speak. Then, in a last convulsion, 
against which he was no longer able to contend, he glided 
from the sofa to the floor. 

Patrick uttered a loud cry. 

Buckingham endeavored to smile once more, but death 
arrested the thought, which remained engraven on his fore- 
head and lips like a last farewell of love. 

At this moment the duke’s surgeon arrived, completely 
bewildered. He had already repaired on board the admiral’s 
ship, from whence he had been so hastily summoned. He 
approached the duke, took his hand, which he held for a 
moment in his own and then let it fall again. 
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“Tt ig all in vain,” said he, “he is dead! ” 

“ Dead ! dead!” exclaimed Patrick. 

At this cry the whole crowd re-entered the apartment 
and there was nothing to be seen but consternation and 
confusion. 

As soon as Lord de Winter knew that Buckingham had 
expired, he ran to Felton, whom the soldiers still guarded 
on the terrace. 

‘“ Wretch!” said he to the young man, who, since Buck- 
ingham’s death, had recovered that tranquillity and coolness 
which were never more to abandon him, “wretch, what 
have you done ? ” 

“T have avenged myself!” he replied. 

“Yourself!” cried the baron: “ say,rather, that you have 
been the instrument of that cursed woinan; but I swear to 
you that it shall be her last crime.” 

“IT do not know what you mean,” replied Felton, calmly, 
‘and I am quite ignorant of what woman you are speaking, 
my Jord. I have*killed the Duke of Buckingham, because 
he twice refused to make me a captain at your request. I 
have punished him for his injustice — nothing more.” 

De Winter looked, in his astonishment, at the men who 
were binding Felton, and knew not what to think of such 
insensibility. 

One single idea, however, still left a cloud upon Felton’s 
brow. At every step that he heard, the simple Puritan 
thought he rec. gnized the step and voice of Her Ladyship, 
who had come to throw herself into his arms, and to accuse 
herself and perish with him. 

Suddenly he started. Huis glance was fixed upon a point 
in the sea which the terrace where he stood completely over- 
looked. With the eagle eye of a sailor he had discovered 
there, where another could only have seen a seagull balanc- 
ing itself above the waves, the sail of a sloop which was 
bearing on toward the shores of France. He grew pale, 
pressed his hand upon his heart, which was breaking, and 
at once comprehended the whole extent of the treachery. 
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‘Grant me one last favor,” said he to the baron. 

‘What is it?” demanded the latter. 

“ What is the hour? ” 

The baron drew out his watch. “It wants ten minutes 
to nine,” said he. 

Her Ladyship had anticipated the tune of her departure 
by an hour and a half. As soon as she heard the cannon 
which announced the fatal event, she had ordered the 
anchor to be weighed. 

The boat was now visible under a blue sky, at a great dis- 
tance from the shore. 

“It was God’s will!” said Felton, with the resignation of 
a fanatic, but still unable to tear his eyes from that bark, 
on board of which he doubtless believed that he could dis- 
tinguish the fair vision of her for whom he was about to 
sacrifice his life. 

De Winter followed his glances, scrutinized his emotions, 
and comprehended all that had occurred. 

“ Be punished a/oxe first, wretch!” said his lordship to 
Felton, who allowed himself to be dragged away, with his 
eyes still turned toward the sea ; “but I swear to you, by the 
memory of my brother, whom I so truly loved, that your 
accomplice is not saved.” 

Felton held down his head without uttering a word. 

As for De Winter, he hastily descended the stairs and 
betook himself to the harbor, 
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CHAPTER LX. 


IN FRANCE. 


Tur first apprehension of the King of England, Charles L., 
on hearing of the Duke of Buckingham’s death, was that 
such fearful news might discourage the Rochellais: hence 
he endeavored, says Richelieu in his memoirs, to conceal it 
from them as long as possible, closing all the ports of his 
kingdom, and being scrupulously careful that no vessel 
should leave until after the departure of the army which 
Buckingham had been preparing, and the embarkation of 
which he now undertook to superintend in person. He even 
enforced this order with so much strictness as to detain in 
England the Danish ambassador, who had already taken 
leave, and the ambassador from Holland, who was to con- 
duct to Flushing those Dutch Indiamen of which Charles 
had procured the restitution. 

But as the king had not thought of issuing this order 
until five hours after the event, that is to say, at two o’clock 
in the afternocn, two ships had already left the port, one 
bearing, as we know, Her Ladyship, who, already suspect- 
ing what had happened, was confirmed in her belief by 
seeing the black flag unfolding itself from the mast of the 
admiral’s ship. 

As for the second vessel, we shall hereafter be told whom 
it carried and how it got away. 

During the interval nothing extraordinary had occurred 
at the camp before La Rochelle, except that the king, who 
Was weary as usual, and perhaps more so at the camp than 
elsewhere, resolved to go incognito to enjoy the fétes of St. 
Louis at St. Germain, and requested the cardinal to pro- 


IN FRANCE. 307 


vide for him an escort of twenty musketeers. The cardinal, 
who sometimes caught the weariness of the king, willingly 
gave this leave of absence to his royal lieutenant, who prom- 
ised to return by the twelfth of September. 

When M. de Treville was informed of this journey by his 
eminence, he prepared his baggage ; and as, without knowing 
the cause, he was fully aware of the earnest desire, or rather 
the imperious necessity that the four friends had for visiting 
Paris, he marked them out as part of the escort. The four 
young men received the intelligence a quarter of an hour 
after M. de Treville and were the very first persons to whom 
he communicated it; and then it was that D’Artagnan fully 
appreciated the favor which the cardinal had conferred upon 
him in promoting him to the musketeers, as but for that cir- 
cumstance he would have been compelled to remain at the 
camp, whilst his companions departed. 

This anxiety to return to Paris was occasioned by the 
danger which Madame Bonancieux was likely to incur from 
meeting her mortal enemy, Lady de Winter, at the Convent 
of Bethune. Thus, as we have said, Aramis had written 
immediately to Marie Michon — that seamstress of Tours 
who had such exalted acquaintances — that she might solicit 
from the queen an order empowering Madame Bonancieux 
to leave the convent and take refuge in either Lorraine or 
Belgium. The answer was not long delayed, for in eight or 
ten days Aramis had received this letter : 


“My Dear Cousin, —I send the order empowering our 
little servant to withdraw from the Convent of Bethune, the 
air of which you do not think beneficial to her. My sister 
sends you this order with great pleasure, for she is much 
attached to this little girl, whom she hopes to benefit in the 
end. I embrace you. 


‘Marte Micnon.” 


To this letter was appended an order in these terms: 


“ The superior of the Convent of Bethune will deliver into 
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the hands of the bearer of this note the novice who entered 
the convent under my recommendation and patronage. 
‘‘ ANNE. 


** At the Louvre, August 10, 1628." 


It may well be imagined how much this relationship be- 
tween Aramis and a seamstress at Tours, who called the 
queen her sister, enlivened the young men; but Aramis, 
after having two or three times blushed up to the whites of 
his eyes at the coarse jokes of Porthos, had begged his friends 
not to mention the subject again, declaring that if another 
word was said about it he would not again employ his cousin 
as an agent in affairs of the kind. 

So nothing more about Marie Michon was said between the 
four musketeers, who had, moreover, obtained what they 
wanted — the order to draw Madame Jonancieux from the 
Convent of Bethune. It is true that this order would be of 
no great advantage to them whilst they continued in the camp 
at La Rochelle — that is to say, at the other extremity of 
France. D’Artagnan was about to ask leave of absence of 
M. de Treville, confiding to him plainly how important it was 
that he should depart, when the intelligence was sent to him, 
as well as to his three companions, that the king was about to 
proceed to Paris with an escort of twenty musketeers, of 
which they were to forma part. Great was theirjoy. Their 
servants were ent forward with the baggage and they them- 
selves set out on the sixteenth, in the morning. 

The cardinal attended the king from Surgeres to Mauzé, 
where the king and his minister took leave of each other 
with great professions of friendship, Nevertheless, the king, 
although he traveled very fast, for he wished to reach Paris 
by the twenty-third, was so anxious for amusement that he 
halted from time to time, to hunt the magpie —a pastime 
for which he had acquired a taste from De Luynes, the first 
husband of Madame de Chevreuse, and for which he had 
preserved a great predilection. Sixteen of the twenty mus- 
keteers much enjoyed this sport when it occurred, but four 
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of them cursed it most heartily. D’Artagnan more especially 
had a perpetual humming in his ears, which Porthos thas 
explained : 

“ A woman of the higher rank assured me that it is a sign 
that some one is talking about you somewhere.” 

On the night of the twenty-third the escort at length 
passed through Paris. The king thanked M. de Treville 
and allowed him to grant four days’ leave of absence to his 
men, on condition that not one of the favored individuals 
should appear at any public place, under pain of the Hastie. 

The first four leaves were granted, as may be imagined, to 
our four friends; and more than that, Athos persuaded M. 
de Treville to extend it to six days instead of four, and man- 
aged to put two more nights into these six days; for they 
set off on the twenty-fourth at five o’clovk in the evening, 
and M, de Treville had the complaisance to post-date the 
leave ou the morning of the twenty-fifth. 

“Oh, good heavens!” said [’Artagnan, who, as we are 
well aware, never foresaw difficulty, “it appears to me that 
we are making a great disturbance about a very simple 
matter. In two days, by killing two or three horses, which 
I should not care about, for I have plenty of money, I could 
be at Bethune. [ should then deliver the queen’s letter to 
the abbess and could bring back the dear treasure which I 
am seeking —not to Lorraine, not to Belgium, but to Paris, 
where she might be securely concealed, particularly whilst 
the cardinal remains at La lochelle. 

“Then, when the campaign is once ended, partly through 
the protection of her cousin and partly through what we have 
ourselves personally done for her, we shall obtain from the 
queen whatever we desire. Remain, therefore, here ; do not 
uselessly fatigue yourselves. I and Planchet will be quite 
sufficient for so simple an expedition.” 

To this, Athos quietly replied : 

“ And we, also, have got some money, for I have not quite 
yet drunk out the remains of the diamond, and Porthos and 
Aramis have not quite eaten it up. So we may as well 
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founder four horses as one. But, remember, D’Artagnan,” 
he added, in a voice so sad that his accent made the young 
man shudder, “remember that Bethune 1s a town where the 
cardinal has made an appointment with a woman who, 
wherever she goes, brings misfortune with her. If you had 
only four en to deal with, D’ Artagnan, I would let you go 
ulone. But you have to deal with this woman, so let all four 
of us go; and God grant that, with our four valets, we may 
ve in sufficient number.” 

“You quite terrify me, Athos!” exclaimed D’Artagnan ; 
“what, then, do you dread ?” 

«“ Everything!” replied Athos. 

D’Artagnan looked into the countenances of his compan- 
ions, which, like that of Athos, bore the impress of profound 
anxiety ; and they continued their journey at the utmost 
speed of their horses, but without uttering another word. 

On the evening of the twenty-sixth, as they were entering 
Arras, and just as D’Artagnan had dismounted at the tavern 
of the Golden Harrow to drink a glass of wine, a cavalier 
came out of the yard of the posting house, where he had just 
changed his horse, and proceeded at full gallop on the road 
to Paris. At the moment that he issued from the great gate 
in the street the wind opened the cloak in which he was 
wrapped, although it was the month of August, and lifted up 
the hat, which the traveler caught and pulled violently down 
upon his forelead. 

D’Artagnan, whose looks were fixed upon this man, 
turned very pale and let fall his glass. 

“What is the matter, sir?” cried Planchet. “Oh! here, 
here! Make haste, gentlemen, my master is ill!” 

The three friends hastened in and found D’Artagnan, 
who, instead of being ill, was running to his horse. They 
stopped him on the threshold of the door. 

“ Halloo! where the plague are you going in this man- 
ner?” cried Athos. 

“Tt is he!” exclaimed D’Artagnan, pale with passion 
and with the perspiration standing on his brow; “it is he! 


let me get at him |” 
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* But what do you mean ?” demanded Athos. 

‘ He! that man!” 

‘ What man ?” 

“That cursed man, my evil genius, whom I have always 
seen when I was threatened with some misfortune — he who 
accompanied that horrible woman when I met her the first 
time — he whom I was seeking when I atfronted our friend 
Athos — he whom I saw the very morning of the day when 
Madame Bonancieux was carried off—the Man of Meung, 
in fact! I saw him—itishe! I recognized him when the 
wind opened his cloak.” 

“The devil!” said Athos, musing. 

“To horse, gentlemen! to horse! Let us pursue him — 
we must catch him!” | 

“My dear fellow,” said Aramis, ‘consider that he is 
going exactly the opposite road to ours; that he has a 
fresh horse, whilst our horses are tired; and that conse- 
quently we should knock up our horses without even a 
chance of overtaking him. Let us leave the man, D’Arta- 
gnan, and save the woman.” 

“ Halloo, sir!” cried out a stable-boy, running after the 
stranger: “ Halloo, sir! here is a paper which fell out of 
your hat, THalloo, sir! Halloo!” 

“My friend,” said D’Artagnan, “half a pistole for that 
paper.” 

‘ Faith, with the greatest pleasure; here it is.” 

The stable-boy, delichted at the good day’s work he had 
made of it, returned into the yard of the hotel, and D’Ar- 
tagnan unfolded the paper. 

“ Well?” inquired his friends, listening. 

“Only one word!” said D’Artagnan. 

“Yes,” said Aramis, “but that word is the name of a 
town.” 7 

 Armentitres,” read Porthos. “ Armentiéres? Ido not 
know the place.” 


“ And this name of a town is written by her hand,” said 
Athos. 
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‘‘Come, come, let us take great care of this paper,” said 
D’Artagnan; “ perhaps I shall not have thrown away my 
half-pistole. To horse, my friends! to horse!” 

The four companions went off at a gallop on the road to 
Bethune. 
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CHAPTER LXI, 


THE CARMELITE CONVENT OF BETHUNE. 


GREAT criminals are endowed with a kind of predestina- 
tion which enables them to surmount every obstacle and to 
escape every danger, until the moment which a wearied 
Providence has fixed upon for the shipwreck of their unhal- 
lowed fortunes. 

Thus was it with Her Ladysbip. She passed between 
the cruisers of two nations and landed at Boulogne without 
accident. 

When she disembarked at Portsmouth Her Ladyship had 
been an Englishwoman, driven from Rochelle by the per- 
secution of France. When she came on shore at Boulogne, 
after a voyage of two days, she represented herself as a 
Frenchwoman whom the English annoyed at Portsmouth 
on account of the hatred which they entertained against 
France. 

Her Ladyship had, moreover, the best of passports — 
beauty — aided by the liberality with which she scattered 
her pistoles. Freed from the customary formalities by the 
affable smile and gallant manners of an old governor of 
the port, who kissed her hands, she only remained at Bou- 
logne a sufficient time to put into the post a letter, written 
in these terms: 


“To his Eminence, the Lord Cardinal Richelieu, at his 
camp before La Rochelle. 
“My Lorp,— Your eminence may be assured that his 
grace the Duke of Buckingham will not set out for France. 
‘LaDy DE**** 
‘' Boulogne, August 25 — Evening.”’ 
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“P. S8.— According to your eminence’s desire, I am pro- 
ceeding to the Carmelite Convent at Bethune, where I shall 
awalt your orders.” 


In fact, Her Ladyship began her journey on the same 
evening. Night overtook her and she stopped and slept at 
a tavern on the road; at five o’clock the next morning she 
resumed her journey and in three hours reached Bethune. 
She inquired her way to the Convent of the Carimelites, 
and unmediately entered it. The abbess came to meet her, 
and when Her Ladyship showed the cardinal’s order, a 
chamber was immediately prepared for her, and breakfast 
served, 

The scenes of the past had all faded from this woman’s 
sight, and with her eyes fixed upon the future she only 
saw the high fortune which was reserved for her by that 
cardinal whom she had so happily served, without his 
name being at all compromised in the bloody deed. The 
ever changing passions which consumed her gave to her 
life the appearance of the clouds which ascend into the sky, 
reflecting sometimes the azure tint, sometimes the lurid, 
sometimes the blackness of the storm, yet leaving no traces 
but those of devastation and of death. 

After her breakfast the abbess came to pay her a visit. 
There are but few amusements in the cloister and the good 
Superior was in haste to make acquaintance with her new 
boarder. 

Her Ladyship wished to please the abbess, and this was a 
very easy task for a woman so truly superior; she endeavored 
to be amiable and became charming; so that her enter- 
tainer was seduced by her varied conversation, as well as by 
the graces which appeared in all her person. 

The abbess, who was of a noble family, more especially 
loved that gossip of the court which so rarely reaches the 
extremities of the kingdom and which has, especially, so 
much difficulty in passing through the walls of a convent, 
on the threshold of which all worldly sounds should cease. 
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Her Ladyship, however, was well versed in all the 
intrigues of the aristocracy, in the midst of which she had 
constantly lived for five or six years; she therefore set 
about amusing the good abbess with an account of all the 
worldly practices of the French court, mixed up with the 
excessive devotions of the king. She gave her also the 
chronicle of scandals concerning those lords and ladies of 
the court with whose names the abbess was familiar, and 
touched lightly on the amours of the queen and Bucking- 
ham —talking herself a great deal, that she might thus 
induce the abbess to talk a little. 

But the abbess contented herself with listening and smil- 
ing, without replying. Nevertheless, as Her Ladyship per- 
ceived that this sort of stories amused her greatly, she 
continued them, only she diverted the conversation upon 
the cardinal. On this point, however, she was slightly 
embarrassed, as she knew not whether the abbess was 
royalist or cardinalist. She therefore kept prudently be- 
twixt the two. The abbess on her part maintained a still 
more prudent reserve, contenting herself with making a 
profound inclination of the head as often as the traveler 
mentioned the cardinal’s name. 

Iler Ladyship soon began to think that she should find 
this convent very tiresome. She resolved, therefore, to 
risk something, in order to know what course to steer. 
Wishing to ascertain how far the discretion of the abbess 
would extend, she began to speak unfavorably, at first by 
hints and then most circumstantially, of the cardinal; 
relating the amours of that minister with Madame d’A1- 
guillon, Marion de Lorme, and some other women of gal- 
lantry. 

The abbess listened more attentively, gradually became 
more animated, and smiled. 

Good,” thought Her Ladyship, “she begins to relish my 
conversation. If she is a cardinalist she is, at any rate, no 
very fanatical one.” 

She then dwelt upon the persecution which the cardinal 
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exercised against his enemies. The abbess merely crossed 
herself, without approving or blaming. This confirmed 
Her Ladyship in the belief that the good superior was more 
of a royalist than a cardinalist, so she continued her 
remnarks, becoming more and more severe. 

“Tam very ignorant on all such matters,” said the abbess 
at last; ‘ but remote as we are from the court, secluded as 
we find ourselves from intercourse with the world, we have 
most melancholy proofs of the truth of what you have been 
just relating, and one of our boarders has suffered bitterly 
from the vengeance and persecutions of the cardinal.” 

‘One of your boarders,” said Her Ladyship. “Oh! poor 
creature — how I pity her!” 

“And you are right, for she is much to be pitied. 
Imprisonment, threats, ill-treatment —all these she has 
endured. But, after all,” continued the abbess, “the cardi- 
nal had perhaps plausible reason for acting thus, and 
although she has the aspect of an angel, we must not 
always judge of people by their looks.” 

“ Good!” said Her Ladyship to herself; “who knows? I 
may perhaps make some discovery here. I am in luck.” 

She then set herself to communicate to her countenance 
an expression of the most perfect candor. 

“Alas!” said she, “I know that; they tell us that we 
must not trust to physiognomies. But what can we trust 
to, if not to the most beautiful of the Lord’s works? As 
for me, I shall probably be deceived throughout my whole 
life, for I always confide in that person whose face inspires 
me with sympathy.” 

“ You would be induced, then, to believe that this young 
woman is innocent,” said the abbess. 

“The cardinal does not merely punish crimes,” replied 
Her Ladyship; “there are certain virtues which he visits 
more severely than sins.” 

“You will allow me, madame, to express my surprise,” 
said the abbess. 

“At what?” asked Her Ladyship, with apparent sim- 
plicity. 
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“ At the language which you hold.” 

“ And what do you find astonishing in that language?” 
demanded Her Ladyship, with a smile. 

‘You are the cardinal’s friend, since he has sent you 
here, and yet 2 

“ And yet I speak ill of him,” replied Her Ladyship, fin- 
ishing the abbess’s thought. 

“ At least you do not speak much good of him.” 

“Tt is because I am not his friend, but his victim,” said 
Her Ladyship, sighing. 

« And yet that letter by which he has recommended you 
to me a 

‘Ts an order to me to keep myself in a sort of prison, 
from which he will have me removed by some of his satel- 
lites.” 

‘But why did you not escape ? ” 

‘Where should I go? Do you believe that there is a 
spot upon the earth which the cardinal cannot reach, if he 
pleases to take the troubie to stretch out his hand? If I 
were a man it might, perchance, be possible; but being a 
woman, — what would you have a woman do? This young 
boarder of yours — has she attempted to escape ? ” 

“No, truly; but her case is different. I fancy that she 
is kept in France by some love affair.” 

“Then,” said Her Ladyship, with a sigh, “ if she loves, 
she is not altogether unhappy.” 

“So,” said the abbess, looking with increasing interest at 
Her Ladyship, “it is another poor persecuted creature that 
I see?” 

Alas! yes,” said Her Ladyship. 

The abbess looked at Her Ladyship for an instant with 
some inquietude, as if a new thought was just arising in her 
inind. 

“You are not an enemy of our most holy faith?” said 
she, stammering. 

“TI!” eried Her Ladyship, “I a Protestant! Oh,no! I 
call the God who hears us that I am, indeed, a zealous 
Catholic.” 
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“Then, madame,” replied the abbess, smiling, “be of good 
heart; the house in which you are shall not be a very severe 
prison to you and we will do all we can to soften your cap- 
tivity. Moreover, you shall see that young woman, who is 
no doubt persecuted on account of some court intrigue; she 
is so ainiable and so gracious that she is sure to please you.” 

‘What is her name ? ” 

“She has been recommended to me under the name of 
Kitty by a person of the highest rank. I have not endeav- 
ored to find out her other name.” 

“ Kitty!” exclaimed Her Ladyship; ‘are you quite sure ? ” 

“Yes, madame; at least she so calls herself. Do you 
suppose you know her?” 

Her Ladyship smiled as the idea suggested itself to her 
that this female might possibly be her former attendant. 
With her recollections of the young woman there was asso- 
clated a sentiment of anger and a desire for revenge, which 
somewhat disturbed the serenity of her features; but they 
soon resumed that expression of calmness and benevolence 
which this woman with a hundred faces had for the moment 
lost. 

“ But when may I see this young lady, for whom I already 
feel so great a sympathy ?” demanded Her Ladyship. 

“This evening,” replied the abbess; “nay, even during 
the day. Dut as you say you have been traveling for four 
days and arose this morning at five o’clock, you must now 
be in want of ~est; lie down, therefore, and sleep, and we 
will awaken you at dinner-time.” 

Although Her Ladyship could have very well dispensed 
with sleep, supported as she was by the excitement which a 
new adventure kindled in her heart, so eager after intrigues, 
she nevertheless accepted the offer of the abbess. During 
the previous twelve or fourteen days she had experienced so 
many different emotions that, if her iron constitution was 
still able to endure fatigue, her mind required some repose. 
She therefore took leave of the abbess and lay down in peace, 
cradled in the ideas of vengeance, to which the name of 
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Kitty had so naturally led her. She remembered the almost 
unlimited promise which the cardinal had made to her if she 
should succeed in her enterprise. She Aad succeeded; and 
she might, therefore, avenge herself on D’ Artagnan. 

One thing alone alarmed Her Ladyship, and that was the 
recollection of her husband, the Count de la Fére, whom she 
lad believed dead, or, at least, expatriated, and whom shenow 
found in Athos, the dearest friend of D’Artagnan. But 
if he was D’Artagnan’s friend he must have assisted him in 
all those plots, by the aid of which the queen had thwarted 
the designs of his eminence; if he was D’ Artagnan’s friend 
he must be the cardinal’s enemy, and she would undoubtedly 
be able to envelop him in that vengeance, in the folds of 
which she hoped to stifle the young musketeer. 

All these hopes formed agreeable thoughts to Her Lady- 
ship, and lulled by them she soon slept. She was awakened 
by a soft voice, which sounded ‘at the foot of her bed. On 
opening her eyes she saw the abbess, accompanied by a young 
woman with fair hair and a delicate complexion, who fixed 
on her a look full of kindly curiosity. The countenance of 
this young woman was entirely unknown to her. As they 
exchanged the usual courtesies they examined each other with 
scrupulous attention. Both were very beautiful, yet quite 
unlike each other in their kinds of beauty; and Her Lady- 
ship smiled on observing that she had herself much more of 
a high-bred air and aristocratic manners. It is true that the 
dress of a novice, which the young woman wore, was not 
very favorable to a competition of the sort. 

The abbess presented them to one another, and then, as 
her own duties demanded her attendance in the church, she 
left them alone together. The novice, seeing Her Ladyship 
in bed, would have followed the abbess, but Her Lady- 
ship detained her. 

“What, madame,” said she, “I have scarcely seen you and 
you already wish to deprive me of your company, which [ 
had hoped to enjoy during the time that I may remain 
here.” 
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“No, madame,” replied the novice, “but as you are 
fatigued and were asleep, I fear that my visit has been 
badly timed.” 

“Well,” said Her Ladyship, “ what should be desired by 
those who sleep? A pleasant awakening. That is just 
what vou have given me, so let me enjoy it at my ease! ” 

And taking her hand, she drew her to a chair near the bed. 

“ My God!” said the novice, seating herself, “now unfor- 
tunate Iam. Here have I been inthis house for six months 
without even the shadow of an amusement. You arrive, 
your presence would provide ine with most charming com- 
pany ; and now, according to all probability, I shall imme 
diately leave the convent.” 

“What,” said Her Ladyship, “are you going away so 
soon ? ” 

‘ At least I hope so,” replied the novice, with an expres- 
sion of joy which she did not in the least attempt to 
disguise. 

“T think I heard that you had suffered from the persecu- 
tions of the cardinal,” said Her Ladyship. “ That is another 
ground of sympathy between us.” 

‘What our good mother has told me is true, then, and 
you are also one of the cardinal’s victims ?” 

“ Hush!” said Her Ladyship; “even here do not let us 
thus speak of him. All my misfortunes have arisen from 
having spoken scarcely more than you have just said, before 
a woman whom I thought my friend and who betrayed me. 
And are you also the victim of treachery ? ” 

“No,” said the novice, “but of my devotion to a woman 
whom I loved, for whom I would have died, for whom I would 
die now.” 

‘And who deserted you in your distress—is that the 
story ?” 

‘T was unjust enough to believe so; but within the last 
two or three days I have had proof to the contrary, and I 
thank God for it; I should have been deeply grieved at the 
conviction that she had forgotten me. But you, madame, 


THE CARMELITE CONVENT OF BETHUNE. 321 


you seem to be free and to be able to escape if you have any 
inclination to do so.” 

“ And where could I go, without friends, without money, 
in a part of France which Ido not know, where ‘3 

“Oh! as to friends,” said the novice, “ you will find them 
wherever you please; you look so good and you are so 
beautiful.” 

“That is no reason,” said Her Ladyship, softening her 
smile so as to give herself an angelic expression, “why I 
shouid not be forsaken and persecuted.” 

‘“ Listen,” said the novice; “ you must trust in Heaven; 
there always comes a moment when the good that we have 
done pleads for us before God’s throne. Besides, it is per- 
haps a piece of good fortune for you, that, humble and 
powerless as I am, you should have met me here; for, if I 
should get away, I have some influential friends, who, hav- 
ing exerted themselves for me, may also assist you.” 

“Oh! when I said that I was solitary and forsaken,” said 
Her Ladyship, hoping to make the novice speak more plainly 
by speaking herself, “it is not because I have not some 
lofty acquaintances also, but these acquaintances all tremble 
before the cardinal. The queen herself does not defend me 
against this terrible minister, and I have proofs that her 
majesty, in spite of her excellent heart, has been more than 
once obliged to abandon to his eminence’s rage persons who 
had faithfully served her.” 

“ Believe me, madame, it may have appeared that the 
queen forsook her friends, but we must not believe the 
appearance; the more they are persecuted, the more she 
thinks of them; and often at the very moment when they 
suppose she is the least mindful of them, they reveive an 
evidence of her kind remembrance.” . 

“Ah!” said Her Ladyship, “I believe it; the queen is so 
good!” 

“Oh! you know her, then —this beautiful and noble 
queen — since you speak of her thus!” exclaimed the nevice 
enthusiastically. 
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“That is to say,’ replied Her Ladyship, rather forced 
back into her intrenchments, ‘I have not the honor of 
knowing her personally, but I know imany of her most inti- 
mate friends. I know M. de Putange, 1 know M. Dujart in 
England; and I know M. de Treville.” 

‘“M. de Treville!” exclaimed the novice; “do you know 
M. de Treville? ” 

“ Yes, very well indeed.” 

“ The captain of the king’s musketeers ? ” 

“Yes, the captain of the king’s musketeers!” 

“Oh! then you will see presently that we must be 
acquainted — almost friends. If you know M. de Treville 
you must have been at his house ?” 

“ Often,” said Her Ladyship, who, having entered on this 
path, and finding falsehood protitable, determined to pursue 
it to the end. 

“At his house you must have seen some of his mus- 
keteers!” 

‘All of them whom he is in the habit of receiving,” replied 
Her Ladyship, who began to take a real interest in the 
conversation. 

‘Name some of those that you know,” said the novice, 
‘and you will see that they are amongst my friends.” 

“Why,” said Her Ladyship, somewhat confused, “I 
know M. de Louvigny, M. de Courtivron, M. de Ferusac.” 

The novice Ict her go on, but seeing her hesitate, said : 

“Do you know a gentleman named Athos?” 

Her Ladyship became as pale as the sheets on which she 
was reclining, and mistress as she was of her emotions, 
she could not help uttering a cry, as she seized the hand of 
the novice and fastened her gaze upon her. 

“Ah! what is the matter with you? Oh, my God!” 
said the poor young woman, “have I said anything to 
offend you?” 

“No, but I was struck by the name, for I have been 
acquainted with this gentleman also; and it seemed strange 
that I should meet with any one who knew him well.” 
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“Oh, yes, very well; and his friends also, M. Porthos 
and M. Aramis.” 

“Really? And I knew them, too,” exclaimed Her Lady- 
Bhip, who felt a cold shudder penetrating to her heart. 

“Well, if you are acquainted with them you ought to 
know that they are good and brave companions. Why do 
you not apply to them if you want protection ? ” 

“That is to say,” stammered Her Ladyship, “I am not 
very intimate with any of them. I know them, having 
heard them spoken of by one of their friends, M. d’Ar- 
tagnan.” 

“You know M. d’Artagnan!” exclaimed the novice in 
turn, seizing Her Ladyship’s hand and devouring her with 
her eyes. Then remarking the strange expression of Her 
Ladyship’s countenance: ‘Pardon me, madame; you know 
him, and in what character ? ” 

“Why,” replied Her Ladyship, in some embarrassment, 
“in the character of a friend.” 

“ You deceive me, madame,” said the novice; ‘you have 
been his mistress.” 

“It is you who have been so,” said Her Ladyship in 
turn. 

“1,1?” said the novice. 

“Yes, you; I know you now: you are Madame Bonan- 
cleux.” 

The young woman drew herself back, overwhelmed with 
astonishment and terror. 

“Oh! do not deny it, but pray answer,” said Her Lady- 
ship. 

“Well! yes, madame, I love him,” said the novice. 
“ Are we rivals?” 

Iler Ladyship’s face was irradiated by a light so wild, 
that under any other circumstances Madame Bonancieux 
would have fled from her in affright; but she was entirely 
absorbed by jealousy. 

“Come! tell me, madame,” said Madame Bonancieux, 
with an energy of which she would have been thought 
incapable, “have you been his mistress?” 
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“Oh, no!” exclaimed Her Ladyship, in a tone which 
precluded any doubt of her truth; “never! never!” 

“T believe you,” said Madame Bonancieux; “but why 
did you cry out so?” 

‘What, do you not understand?” said Her Ladyship, 
who had already recovered from her confusion and had 
resumed all her presence of mind. 

‘How should I understand? I know nothing 

‘Do you not understand that M, d’Artagnan, being my 
friend, made me his confidante? ” 

“Really !” 

“Do you not understand that I am acquainted with 
everything that has taken place; your abduction from the 
little house of St. Germain, his despair, that of his friends, 
and their researches ever since that time ? Would you not 
expect me to be astonished on finding myself, without being 
aware of it, by the side of the woman of whom we have so 
often talked together — whom he loves with all the strength 
of his soul—- whom he made me love before I beheld you! 
Ah, dear Constance, I find you at last—at last 1 see 
you.” 

Her Ladyship held out her arms toward Madame Bonan- 
cleux, who, convinced by what she had just heard, now saw 
in this woman, whom she had an instant before regarded as 
a rival, only a sincere and devoted friend. 

‘Oh, pardon me, pardon me!” said she, allowing herself 
to sink upon hei shoulder. “I love him so much!” 

These two women held each other for an instant thus 
embraced. Certainly, if Her Ladyship’s strength had been 
but equal to her hatred, Madame Bonancieux would not 
have left her arms alive. But not being able to stifle her, 
she smiled. 

“Oh, dear little beauty!” said Her Ladyship, “how 
delighted Iam to see you! Let me look at you.” And as 
she uttered these words, she did, in fact, devour her with 
her eyes. “Yes, it is certainly you. Ah, after what he 
told me of you, I recognize you perfectly well,” 
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The poor young woman could not suspect the horrid 
cruelty that was raging behind the ramparts of that 
unruffied brow, or behind those eyes in which she only read 
the interest of compassion. 

“Then you know what I have suffered,” said Madame 
Bonancieux, “since he has told you what he himself en- 
dured. But to suffer for him is happiness.” 

Her Ladyship replied mechanically, “Yes, it is happi- 
ness.” But she was thinking of something different. 

“And then,” continued Madame Bonancieux, “my pun- 
ishment draws near its end. To-morrow —this very even- 
ing, perhaps—TI shall see him once more; and then the 
past will be forgotten.” 

“This evening ? To-morrow?” exclaimed Her Lady- 
ship, aroused from her reverie by these words; “ what can 
you mean? Jo you expect to hear anything about him ?” 

“JT expect him himself.” 

“« Himself? D’Artagnan here?” 

“Yes, himself.” 

“But it is impossible! Jfeis at the siege of La Rochelle, 
with the cardinal; he will not return to Paris until after 
the town is taken.” 

“You think so; but is there anything impossible to my 
D’Artagnan, the noble and loyal gentleman ? ” 

“Oh, I cannot believe you!” 

“Well, then, read!” said the unhappy young woman, in 
the excess of her pride and joy, and showing a letter to 
Her Ladyship. 

“ The writing of Madame de Chevreuse,” said Her Lady- 
ship to herself. ‘ Ah! I was quite sure that there were 
some communications in that quarter.” And she eagerly 
read these lines: 

“My dear child, be ready. Our friend will soon see you 
and he will only come to snatch you from the prison where 
it was necessary for your safety to conceal you. So prepare 
for your departure and never despair of us. Our brave Gas- 
con has just shown himself as brave and as faithful as ever ; 
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tell him that there is much gratitude in a certain quarter for 
the warning which he gave.” 

“Yes, yes,” said Her Ladyship, “ the letter is very pre- 
cise. And do you know what this warning was?” 

‘No; I only suspect that he must have warned the queen 
of some new machination of the cardinal.” 

“Yes, that is it, unquestionably,” said Her Ladyship, 
returning the letter and letting her head fall pensively on 
her breast. 

At that moment the gallop of a horse was heard. 

“Oh,” exclaimed Madame DBonancieux, rushing to the 
window, ‘can this be he?” 

Her Ladyship remained in her bed, petrified by the sur- 
prise. So many unsuspected things had suddenly happened 
to her that for the first time her heart failed her. 

“He! he!” muttered she, “and if it should be?” And 
she continued in bed, with her eyes fixed on vacancy. 

“ Alas! no,” said Madame Bonancieux. “Jt is a man 
whom Ido not know, But he seems to be coming here. 
Yes, he is riding more slowly —he stops at the gate —he 
rings.” . 

Her Ladyship sprang out of bed. “ You are quite sure 
that it is not he? ” 

“Oh! yes, certain.” 

‘ Perhaps you do not see him distinctly.” 

“Qh! should I see only the plume in his hat or the hem 
of his ‘cloak, I shuld not fail to recognize him! ” 

Her Ladyship was hurrying on her clothes. “No matter; 
the man is coming here, you say ?” 

“ Yes, he has come in.” 

“Tt must be either for you or for me.” 

“Oh, my God! how agitated you are!” 

“Yes; I confess that I have not your confidence; I dread 
everything from the cardinal.” 

* Hush |” said Madame Bonancieux ; “ some one is coming.” 

The door opened and the abbess entered. 

“Did you come from Boulogne?” demanded she of Her 
Ladyship. 
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‘ Yes, madame,” replied the latter, endeavoring to resume 
her calmness; “ who wants me?” 

‘ A ian who will not give his name, but who comes from 
the cardinal.” 

‘And who wants to speak to me? ” demanded Her Lady- 
ship. 

“ Who wants to speak with a lady who has just arrived 
from Boulogne.” 

‘Then show him in, madame, I beseech you.” 

“Oh! my God! my God!” said Madame Bonancieux, 
“can it be any bad news ?” 

“] fear so.” 

“T leave you with this stranger; but as soon as he is 
gone I will return, if you will allow me.” 

“ Yes; I beseech you to do so!” 

The abbess and Madame Bonancieux left the room. Her 
Ladyship remained alone, with her eyes fixed upon the door. 
A moment afterward came the sound of spurs jingling on 
the stairs; the steps came nearer, the door was opened and 
aman appeared. Her Ladyship uttered a cry of joy. This 
man was the Count de Rochefort, the evil spirit of his 
eminence. , 
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CHAPTER LXITI. 


TWO KINDS OF DEMONS. 


“Ad!” exclaimed both Rochefort and Her Ladyship at the 
same instant, “1s it you ?” 

“ Yes, it is 1.” 

“ And you come from ” demanded Her Ladyship. 

“From La Rochelle. And you?” 

«From England.” 

«And Buckingham ——” 

“Ts dead or dangerously wounded. As I was leaving, 
without having obtained anything from him, a fanatic had 
just assassinated him.” 

“Ah!” said Rochefort, smiling, “that was a very fortu- 
nate chance, which will much please his eminence. Have 
you informed him of it ?” . 

“T wrote to him from Boulogne. But what brings you 
here ?” 

“ His eminence being uneasy, has sent me to look for 
you.” 

“T only arrived yesterday.” 

‘ And what have you been doing since?” 

“T have not been wasting my time.” 

“ Oh, I do not suspect you.” 

‘Do you know whom I have met with here ?” 

té No.” 

" Guess.” 

“© How can 1? ” 

“That young woman whom the queen took from prison.” 

“What! the mistress of young D’Artagnan ? ” 

“Yes, Madame Bonancieux, whose hiding-place the caz- 
dinal could not discover.” 
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« Well, then,” said Rochefort, “ this is a chance quite fit to 
pair with the other. Verily, the cardinal is a fortunate 
man.” 

“« Fancy my astonishment,” continued her ladyship, “ when 
I found myself face to face with this woman.” 

“ Does she know you?” 

“ No.” 

“Then she looks upon you as a stranger ?” 

Her Ladyship smiled. “Iam her dearest friend.” 

“ Upon my honor,” said Rochefort, ‘my dear countess, 
it is only you who can perform this sort of miracle.” 

“ And well it is that I can, chevalier,” said Her Ladyship, 
“for do you know what is about to happen ? ” 

ic No.” 

“ They are coming for her to-morrow or the next day, with 
an order from the queen.” 

“ Really! And who are they ?” 

“ D’Artagnan and his dearest friends.” 

“ Verily, they will do 50 much that we shall be obliged to 
put them into the Bastile.” 

‘“ And why has it not been done already ? ” 

“How can I tell? Because the cardinal evinces toward 
these men a weakness which I cannot comprehend.” 

“Really! Well, then, tell him this, Rochefort: tell him 
that our conversation at the Red Dove-cote was heard by 
these four men —tell him that after his departure one of 
them came up and took from me by force the passport he 
had given me —tell him that they gave Lord de Winter 
warning of my voyage to England — that this time again, 
they nearly prevented the success of my undertaking, as 
they did that of the diamond studs — tell him that amongst 
these four men only two are to be feared, D’Artagnan and 
Athos —tell him that the third, Aramis, is the lover of 
Madame de Chevreuse: he must be allowed to live, for his 
secret is known and he may be made useful; and as for the 
fourth, Porthos, he is a fool, a fop, a ninny, not worth giv- 
ing one’s self the smallest trouble about.” 
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‘ But these four men ought to be at this moment at the 
ciege of La Rochelle.” 

“T thought so, too; but a letter which Madame [Donan- 
cieux has received from Madame de Chevreuse, and which 
she had the imprudence to communicate to me, leads me to 
believe that these four men are now on thelr way to carry 
her off.” 

“The devil! What must we do?” 

“What did the cardinal say to you about me ? ” 

‘That I was to take your dispatches, whether verbal or 
written, and to return by post. When he knows what you 
have done he will give you further directions.” 

“T must remain here, then ?” 

‘ Here, or in the neighborhood.” 

You cannot take me with you?” 

‘No, the order is precise. In the neighborhood of the 
camp you might be recognized; and you can understand 
that your presence might compromise his eminence, espe- 
cially after what has just happened in England. Only tell 
me beforehand where you will await the cardinal’s orders, 
that I may know where to find you.” 

Listen; it is very probable that I cannot remain here.” 

¢ Why ? yy 

“ You forget that my enemies may arrive at any moment.” 

“True. But then this little woman will escape his emi- 
nence.” 

“Bah!” said Her Ladyship, with a smile peculiar to her- 
self; “you forget that I am her best friend.” 

“Ah! that is true. Then may I tell the cardinal, with 
regard to this woman a” 

‘ That he may make himself easy.” 

“Ts that all? Will he know what that means?” 

He will guess it.” 

“ And now, let us see, what I ought to do.” 

“You must set off this instant. It appears to me that 
the news you carry is well worth the trouble of a little 


haste.” 
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« My carriage broke down on entering Lilliers.” 

« Excellent.” 

‘What do you mean by excellent?” 

‘Why, I want your carriage.” 

And how am I to travel, then ?” 

‘On post-horses.” 

“You talk of it very unconcernedly—a hundred and 
eighty ieagues.” 

‘What does that signify ?” 

‘Well, it shall be done. What next ?” 

“On passing through Lilliers you will send your carriage 
to me, with directions to your servant to attend to my con- 
mands.” 

“Very well.” 

“You have, no doubt, some order from the cardinal in 
your possession ? ” 

“Yes, I have my plenary authority.” 

“You will show that to the abbess and you will tell her 
that 1 will be sent for either to-day or to-morrow, and that 
I must accompany the person sent in your name.” 

“Very well.” 

“ Do not forget to speak harshly of me when you talk to 
the abbess.” 

“Why so?” 

“Tam one of the cardinal’s victims. I must inspire some 
confidence in that poor little Madame Bonancieux.” 

“True. And now wil you make me a report of all that 
has occurred ? ” 

‘“T have already told you the events, and you have a 
good memory ; so repeat what I told you. A paper may be 
lost.” 

“You are right; only let me know where you are to be 
found, that I may not have to run about the country in 
vain.” 

“Ah! that is true. Wait.” 

“Do you require a map ?” 

“Oh, I know this country well.” 
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“You? When did you ever visit it? ” 

‘‘T was educated here.” 

“ Indeed |” 

‘Tt is some advantage, you see, to have been educated 
somewhere.” 

You will wait for me, then 

“ Let me consider a moment —ah! yes, at Armentiéres.” 

‘ And where is Armentiéres ? ” 

“Tt igs a little village on the Lys. I shall only have to 
cross the river and I shall be in a foreign country.” 

“Capital; but you must remember that you are only to 
cross the river in case of danger.”’ 

“ That is understood.” 

¢ And in that case how shall I discover where you are?” 

“You do not want your servant? Is he one on whom you 
can depend ?” 

« Perfectly.” 

‘Give him to me; no one knows him. I will leave him 
at the place I quit and he will conduct you to me.” 

“ And you say that you will wait for me at Armentiéres ? ” 

‘At Armentieéres.” 

‘ Write the name for me on a slip of paper, lest I should 
forget it. The name of a village will not compromise any 
one, will it? ” 

‘“ Ah! who knows? but never mind,” said Her Ladyship, 
writing the name on a half-sheet of paper, “I will run the 
hazard.” 

“Good,” said Rochefort, taking from Her Ladyship’s 
hands the paper, which he folded and stuffed into the 
lining of his hat. 

‘ And I shall, besides, do like the children, and, as a pro- 
vision against the loss of the paper, I shall repeat the name 
all the way I go. Now is that all?” 

“T think so.” 

‘Let us see: Buckingham dead, or grievously wounded ; 
your conversation with the cardinal heard by the mus- 
keteers; Lord de Winter warned of your arrival at Ports- 
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mouth; D’Artagnan and Athos to the Bastile; Aramis, the 
lover of Madame de Chevreuse; Porthos a fool; Madame 
Bonancieux discovered ; to send you the carriage as soon as 
possible; to put my servant under your orders; to make 
you a victim of the cardinal, that the abbess may have 
no suspicion; Armentiéres, on the banks of the Lys; is 
that right?” 

“Verily, my dear chevalier, you are a miracle of memory. 
But, by the way, add one thing.” 

“ And what is that ? ” 

“T suw some very pretty woods, which must join the 
gardens of the convent. Say that I may be allowed to 
walk in these woods. Who knows? I may perhaps he 
obliged to get out by some back door.” 

“You think of everything.” 

“ And you forget one thing.” 

What is that ?” 

‘To ask me whether I want any money.” 

“Exactly ; how much will you have?” 

All the gold you may have about you.” 

“T have nearly five hundred pistoles.” 

“T have about as many. With a thousand pistoles one 
may face anything. Empty your pockets.” 

« There.” 

“Good. And when do you set off ?” 

“Tn one hour ; just time enough to eat a morsel, whilst I 
send to fetch a post-horse.” 

“Excellent. Adieu, count.” 

“ Adieu, countess.” 

“My compliments to the cardinal.” 

‘Mine to Satan.” 

Her Ladyship and Rochefort exchanged smiles, and sep- 
arated. 

In an hour afterward Rochefort set out at full speed, and 
five hours afterward he passed through Arras. Our readers 
already know how he was recognized by D’Artagnan, and 
how that recognition, by exciting the fears of our four 
musketeers, had given new activity to their journey. 
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CHAPTER LXIII. 


A DROP OF WATER. 


ScarcELy had Rochefort left, before Madame Bonancieux 
returned,. She found Her Ladyship with a smiling counte- 
nance. 

“Well,” said the young woman, “what you feared has 
happened. This evening or to-morrow the cardinal will send 
for you!” 

“ How do you know that ?” 

“T heard it from the lips of the messenger himself.” 

‘Come and sit down by me,” said Her Ladyship; “ but 
first let me be sure that no one hears us.” 

« And why all these precautions ? ” 

© You will soon know.” 

Her Ladyship arose, went to the door, opened it, looked 
along the corridor, and then came back and seated herself 
again by the side of Madame Bonancieux. 

“Then,” said she again, “he played his part well.” 

“Who did ?” 

“ He who intruduced himself to the abbess as the envoy of 
the cardinal.” 

‘ Was it, then, a part that he was acting ? ” 

“ Yes, my child.” 

“Then that man is not ” 

“That man,” said Her Ladyship, lewering her voice, “is 
my brother.” 

‘ Your brother!” exclaimed Madame Bonancieux. 

‘Nobody but you knows this secret, my child; if you 
should intrust it to anybody in the world I should be 
ruined, and you, also, perhaps.” 
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“Oh, God!” 

“ Listen: this is what has taken place. My brother, who- 
was coming to my aid to take me away from here, by force if 
necessary, met the cardinal’s emissary, who was on his way 
to fetch me. He followed him. On arriving at a retired, 
solitary spot, he drew his sword and comimanded the messen- 
ger to deliver to himthe papers which he carried. The mes- 
senger endeavored to defend himself and my brother slew 
him.” 

“Qh!” said Madame Bonancieux, shuddering. 

“There was no alternative, remember. My brother then 
determined to make use of craft instead of force. He took 
the papers, presented himself here as the emissary of the 
cardinal himself, and in an hour or two a carriage will come 
and take me away in his eminence’s name.” 

“JT understand; it is your brother who will send this 
carriage ?” 

“Fxactly so. But that is not all; that letter which you 
have received and which you believe to be from Madame 
Chevreuse 

“Well?” 

“Ts a forgery.” 

“What?” 

“ Yes, a forgery; itisasnare, that you may make no resist- 
ance when they come to fetch you.” 

“ But itis D’Artagnan who will come! ” 

“Undeceive yourself; D’Artagnan and his friends are at 
the siege of La Rochelle.” 

“ How do you know that ? ” 

“ My brother met with some of the cardinal’s agents in the 
uniform of musketeers. They were to cal] you out to the 
gate; you would have believed that you were in the company 
of friends; and they were to carry you off and convey you 
to Paris.” 

“Oh, Heaven! my mind fails me in the midst of such a 
chaos of iniquities. I feel that if it lasts long,” said Madame 
Bonancieux, putting her hands to her head, “1 shall go mad.” 
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“Listen! I hear the step of a horse; it is that of my 
brother, who is going away. I must take a last farewell of 
him. Come.” 

Her Ladyship opened the window and made a sign to 
Madame Lonancieux to join her. The young woman went 
to her, and Rochefort passed by at a gallop. 

“ Good-bye, brother,” said [Ler Ladyship. 

The chevalier raised his head, saw the two young women, 
and, as he went rapidly past, made a friendly farewell 
motion with his hand. 

“That good George!” said she, closing the window, with 
an expression of countenance full of affection and melancholy. 

She returned and sat down in her place as though buried 
in thoughts of a personal kind. 

“ Dear lady,” said Madame Bonancieux, “ pardon me for 
interrupting you, but what do you advise me todo? You 
have more experience than I have; speak, and I will listen.” 

“In the first place,” said Her Ladyship, “I might possibly 
be deceived, and ])’Artagnan and his friends may be really 
coming to your assistance.” 

“Oh! that would be tvo fortunate,” said Madame DBonan- 
cieux, “and I fear that so much happiness is not reserved 
for me.” 

“Then, do you see, it would be merely a question of time; 
a kind of race as to which should arrive first. If it should 
be your triends who made best haste, why, then, you would 
be saved; but if it were the cardinal’s satellites, then you 
would be ruined.” 

“Oh! yes, yes! lost without mercy. But what must I 
do? what must I do?” 

“There is one very simple and very natural plan.” 

“ And what is that? Tell me!” 

“Tt would be to wait, concealed in the neighborhood, 
and so to make yourself sure who the men were who came 
to seek you.” 

“But where can I wait?” 

“Oh, that is not a matter of difficulty. I myself must 
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walt and conceal myself at a few leagues’ distance from 
here until my brother comes to meet me. Well, then, I 
shall take you with me— we can hide and wait together.” 

“But I shall not be allowed to leave this place; I am 
almost regarded as a prisoner here.” 

‘As it 1s supposed that I leave on account of an order 
from the cardinal, it will not be believed that you are very 
anxious to follow me.” 

“Well?” 

“Very well. The carriage being at the door, you will 
bid me adieu, and you will get upon the steps to press me 
in your arms for the last time. My brother’s servant, who 
is coming to fetch me, being forewarned, will give a signal 
to the postillion, and we shall go off at full gallop.” 

* But D’Artagnan —if he should come ?” 

“Shall we not know it?” 

“Tlow ? ” 

“Nothing is more easy. We will send this servant of 
my brother’s, in whom I have told you that I have the 
greatest confidence, back to Bethune; and he shall disguise 
himself and find a lodging opposite the convent. If it 
should be the cardinal’s emissaries who come, he will not 
stir; if it should be M. d’Artagnan and his friends, he will 
lead them to where we are.” 

“ He knows them, then ?” 

“ Certainly ; has he not seen M. d’Artagnan at my house?” 

“Oh! yes, yes, you are right. Thus all will go on well. 
But do not let us go far away from here.” 

“ Seven or eight leagues at the most. We will keep upon 
the frontiers and upon the first alarm we will quit France.” 

‘In the meantime, what must we do?” 

“Wait.” 

« But if they should come! ” 

“ My brother’s carriage will arrive before them.” 

Suppose I should be away from you when it arrived — 
at dinner or at supper, for example?” 

‘Tell our good abbess that in order that we may be as 
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little separated as possible, you request her to allow you to 
take your meals with me.” 

“Will she permit it?” 

“ What objection can there be to that? Go down now to 
her and make your request. I feel my head a little heavy 
and so I shall take a turn in the garden.” 

‘ And where may I see you again ?” 

‘ Here, in one hour from this time.’’ 

‘Here, in one hour! Oh, you are very kind and I thank 
you.” 

‘ How should I avoid being interested in you? If you 
had not been beautiful and charming, are you not the friend 
of one of my best friends ? ” 

“ Dear D’Artagnan! Oh, how he will thank you!” 

“T hope so. Come, it is all arranged; let us go down.” 

“You are going to the garden? Proceed along this cor- 
ridor; a little staircase leads you to it.” 

“Good. Thank you.” 

And the two ladies separated, exchanging charming smiles. 

Her Ladyship had spoken the truth; her head was heavy, 
for her projects, badly arranged, clashed against each other 
asin chaos. She had need to be alone that she might put 
a little order into her ideas. She saw dimly into the future, 
but it required some moments of silence and tranquillity to 
give to this confused assemblage of conceptions a definite 
form and a decided plan. What was now most urgent was 
to carry off Madame Bonancieux and put her in a place of 
security, and then, should her game fail, to use her as a 
hostage. Her Ladyship began to dread the issue of this 
terrible duel, in which her enemies were quite as persever- 
ing aS she herself was unrelenting. Besides, she felt, as 
one feels the approaches of a storm, that this issue was near 
and would not fail to be fearful. 

The principal point for her was, as we have said, to get 
possession of Madame Bonancieux. By this means she 
would hold in her hands the life of D’Artagnan, or more, 
even, than his life, for she would hold that of the woman he 
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loved. In case of evil fortune it was a means of opening 
negotiations and of securing favorable terms. 

Now, it was certain that Madame Bonancieux would 
follow her without distrust; and let her be but once con- 
cealed with her at Armentiéres, it would be easy to make 
her believe that D’Artagnan had never visited Bethune. In 
a fortnight, at most, Rochefort would return. During that 
time she would meditate on what she must do to avenge 
herself on the four friends. She would not be impatient, 
for she would have the sweetest occupation that events can 
ever give to a woman of her character —a hearty vengeance 
to perfect. 

Whilst thus meditating she cast her eye around her and 
mapped out in her mind the topography of the garden. 
Her Ladyship was like a good general, who foresees at the 
same time both victory and defeat and who is quite ready, 
according to the chances of the battle, either to advance or 
to retreat. 

At the expiration of an hour she heard a soft voice calling 
her. It was Madame Bonancieux. The good abbess had 
consented to everything, and to begin, they were just about 
to sup together. On entering the court they heard the 
sound of a carriage which was stopping at the gate. Her 
Ladyship listened. 

“Do you hear?” said she. 

“Yes; the rolling of a carriage.” 

“Tt ig that which my brother sends for us.” 

“Oh, God!” 

‘Come, have courage !” 

There was a ring at the convent gate. Her Ladyship 
was not mistaken. 

“Go up into your room,” said she to Madame Bonancieux ; 
“you must have some trinkets that you would like to carry 
with you.” 

“T have his letters,” replied she. 

“Well, go for them and come back to me in my room; 
we will sup hastily, for, as we shall perhaps have to travel 
a part of the night, we must recruit our strength.” | 
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“Great God!” said Madame Bonancieux, placing her 
hands upon her heart; ‘ I am choking — I cannot walk.” 

“Courage! come, take courage! Think that in a quarter 
of an hour you will be safe, and think that what you are 
about to do is done for his sake.” 

“Oh, yes, all, all for him! You have restored my cour- 
age by that single word. Go; I will rejoin you.” 

Her Ladyship went hastily up to her own room, where 
she found Itocvhefort’s valet and gave him his instructions. 
Ile was to wait for her at the gate; if by chance the mus- 
keteers should arrive, he was to go off at a gallop, make 
the circuit of the convent and wait for her at a little village 
which was situated on the other side of the wood. In that 
case Her Ladyship would walk through the garden and 
reach the village on foot; we have already said that Her 
Ladyship was perfectly well acquainted with this part of 
France. If the musketeers should not make their appear- 
ance, everything would be conducted as had been previously 
arranged. Madame Bonancieux was to get into the carriuge 
on pretence of wishing her once more adieu, and she would 
then escape with her. 

Madame Bonancieux came in, and to remove all suspi- 
clon, if she had any, Her Ladyship repeated to the valet, 
in her presence, the latter part of his mstructions. Her 
Ladyship then made some inquiries about the carriage; it 
was a chaise, drawn by three horses and driven by a pos- 
tillion. The \alet was to precede it as a courier. 

Her Ladyship was altogether wrong in fearing that sus- 
picion troubled Madame Bonancieux. The poor young 
woman was too pure herself to suspect another of so black 
a perfidy. Besides, the name of Lady de Winter, which 
she had heard mentioned by the abbess, was entirely 
unknown to her; and she had not imagined that a woman 
had performed so large and fatal a part in bringing about 
the misfortunes of her life. 

“You see,” said Her Ladyship, when the valet had left 
the room, “that everything is ready. The abbess has not 
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the slightest suspicion and fully believes that I am sent 
for by the cardinal. The man has gone out to give his final 
orders; eat something, however little; drink a thimbleful 
of wine, and let us be off.” 

“Yes,” said Madame Bonancieux, mechanically, “ yes, 
let us go.” 

Her Ladyship made her a sign to sit down, poured out 
for her a small glass of Spanish wine, and helped her to a 
part of the breast of a chicken. 

“There,” said she; “everything is propitious; here is 
the night coming on; at daybreak we shall have reached 
our retreat and no one will suspect where we are. Come, 
have courage and take something.” 

Madame Bonancieux ate two or three mouthfuls mechan- 
ically, and just put her lips to the wine. 

‘ Come, come,” said Her Ladyship, lifting her own glass 
toward her mouth, “do as I do.” 

But at the moment she was about to drink, her hand was 
suddenly arrested. IJler ears caught the distant sound of 
an approaching gallop on the road, and then, almost at the 
same instant, she seemed to hear the neighing of the horses. 
This sound destroyed her exultation, as the uproar of a 
storm awakens us from a delightful dream. She grew pale 
and ran to the window; whilst Madame Bonancieux, who 
had got up, trembled so as to be obliged to support herself 
by a chair for fear of falling. Nothing had yet become 
visible, but the galloping was more distinctly heard. 

“Oh, my God!” said Madame Bonancieux, “what can 
that noise be ? ” 

“That of our friends or our enemies,” said Her Ladyship, 
with a terrible calmness. “ Remain where you are and I 
will go and ascertain.” 

Madame Bonancieux remained standing, mute, motionless 
and pale as a statue. The sound became more audible. 
The horses could not be more than a hundred and fifty 
yards off, but were not yet visible on account of a turning 
in the road. Still the noise was now so distinct that the 
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number of the horses might have been counted by the clat- 
tering of their iron hoofs. 

Her Ladyship gazed with the most intense attention; 
there was just light enough to recognize those who were 
approaching. Suddenly, at the turn of the road, she saw 
the glitter of laced hats and the waving of plumes; she 
counted two, then five, then eight horsemen. One of them 
was two lengths in advance of his companions. Her Lady- 
ship gave utterance to a roar. In the foremost rider she 
recognized D’Artagnan. 

“Oh, my God, my God!” exclaimed Madame Bonancieux, 
“what is the matter ?” 

‘Tt is the uniform of the cardinal’s guards — there is not 
a moment to be lost,” exclaimed Her Ladyship. “Let us 
fly! let us fly!” 

‘Yes, yes, let us fly,” repeated Madame Bonancieux, but 
without the power of moving one step, rooted as she was to 
her place by terror. 

The horsemen were heard passing under her window. 

“Come along; comealong,” said Her Ladyship, endeavor- 
ing to drag the young woman by the arm. “Thanks to the 
garden, we may yet escape, for I have got the key. But let 
us make haste; in less than five minutes it will be too 
late.” 

Madame Bonancieux attempted to walk, but after taking 
two steps, she fell upon her knees. 

Her Lady-rhip attempted to lift her up and carry her, but 
she found herself unable. At this moment they heard the 
wheels of the carriage, which on the appearance of the mus- 
keteers went off at a gallop, and then three or four shots 
resounded. 

“For the last time, will you come?” exclaimed Her 
Ladyship. 

‘Oh, my God! my God! you see that my strength is all 
gone; you see that I cannot walk. Fly,and save yourself.” 

“Fly alone? Leave you here? No, no—never!” ex- 
claimed Her Ladyship. 
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Suddenly a vivid lightning flashed from her eyes; she 
ran to the table and poured into Madame Bonancieux’s 
glass the contents of the hollow part of a ring, which she 
opened with singular dexterity. It was a red particle, 
which was immediately dissolved. Then, taking the glass 
with a hand that did not tremble: 

“Drink,” said she, hastily; “this wine will give you 
strength — drink!” 

She put the glass to the lips of the young woman, who 
drank mechanically. 

* Ah! it was not thus that I wished to avenge myself,” 
said Her Ladyship, putting the glass upon the table, with a 
hellish smile; “ but, faith! we must do the best we can,” 
and she rushed out of the room. 

Madame Bonancieux saw her escape without being able 
to follow her. She was like those who dreain that they are 
pursued, yet feel powerless to move. A few minutes elapsed 
and then a frightful noise was heard at the gate. At every 
instant Madame Bonancieux expected to see the reappear- 
ance of Her Ladyship, but she did not return. Many 
times — from terror, no doubt — the cold drops stood upon 
her burning brow. 

At length she heard the rattling of the grated doors 
which were being opened; the noise of boots and spurs 
resounded on the stairs and there was a loud murmur of 
many approaching voices, in the midst of which she fancied 
that she heard her own name mentioned. Suddenly she 
uttered a loud scream of joy and rushed toward the door — 
she had recognized the voice of D’Artagnan. 

“D’Artagnan! D’Artagnan!” she exclaimed, “1s it you ? 
Here, here!” 

“Constance! Constance!” replied the young man. “My 
God! where are you?” 

At the same moment the door of the cell was burst in, 
rather than opened. Many men rushed into the room. 
Madame Bonancieux had fallen on a chair, without the 
power of motion. D’Artagnan cast away a still smoking 
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pistol, which he held in his hand, and fell upon his knees 
before his mistress. Athos replaced his pistol in his belt, 
and Porthos and Aramis returned the swords, which they 
had drawn, into their sheaths. 

“Oh! D’Artagnan, my beloved D’Artagnan! you come at 
last. You did not deceive me; it is really you.” 

“ Yes, yes, Constance, we are at last united!” 

“Oh! she told me in vain that you would never come. I 
always secretly hoped. I did not wish to fly. Oh, how 
wisely I have chosen! How happy I am!” 

At the word she, Athos, who had quietly sat (own, suddenly 
arose. 

«She? Who is she?” demanded JD’ Artagnan. 

“ Why, my companion — she who, through friendship for 
me, wished to withdraw.me from my persecutors; she who, 
taking you for the cardinal’s guards, has just fled.” 

“Your companion!” exclaimed D’Artagnan, becoming 
paler than the white veil of his mistress; “of what com- 
panion are you talking ?” 

‘Of her whose carriage was at the door —of a woman 
who called herself your friend, D’Artagnan — of a woman to 
whom you confided everything about us.” 

“Her name!” exclaimed )’Artagnan ; “do you not know 
her name?” 

“Yes, Ido; they mentioned it before me. Wait — but it 
is very strange — oh, my God! my head becomes confused 
— I cannot see anything. " 

“Come heie, my friends! come here! her hands areicy!” 
exclaimed D’Artagnan; “she is very ill. Great God! she 
is losing her senses.” 

Whilst Porthos was calling for help with all the power 
of his lungs, Aramisran for a glass of water ; but he stopped 
on beholding the fearful alteration in the countenance of 
Athos, who was standing before the table, with his hair on 
end and his features frozen with terror, looking into one of 
the glasses, and seeming a prey to the most horrible suspi- 
clon. | 
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“Oh!” gaid Athos; “oh, no] it is impossible! Such a 
erime would never be permitted by the Almighty ! ” 

‘Some water! some water!” cried D’Artagnan; “some 
water !” 

“Oh! poor woman! poor woman!” murmured Athos, in 
a faltering voice. 

Madame Bonancieux opened her eyes once more at the 
caresses of D’Artagnan. | 

“She is recovering her senses!” exclaimed the young 
man; “Oh, my God! my God! I thank Thee!” 

“Madame,” said Athos, “in the name of Heaven, to whom 
does this empty glass belong?” 

“To me, sir,” replied the young woman, in a dying voice. 

“ But who poured out the wine which it contained ?” 

“She did !” 

“ But who is she?” 

“ Ah, [remember now,” said Madame Bonancieux; “ Lady 
de Winter.” 

The four friends uttered one unanimous cry, but the voice 
of Athos overpowered all the others. At the same moment 
Madame Bonancieux became livid; a deadly agony assailed 
her and she fell panting into the arms of Porthos and 
Aramis. 

D’Artagnan grasped the hands of Athos in indescribable 
anguish. ‘Ah!’ said he, “what do you believe ” His 
voice was choked by sobs. 

‘T believe the worst,” replied Athos, biting his lips until 
they bled. 

“D’Artagnan!” replied Madame Lonancieux, “ where are 
you? Don’t leave me! you see that I am soon to die!” 

D’Artagnan let go the hands of Athos, which he had 
pressed convulsively, and ran to her. Her countenance, 
before so beautiful, was now entirely distorted ; her glassy 
eyes no longer saw; a convulsive shuddering agitated her 
whole frame, and icy drops were streaming from her brow. 

‘In the name of Heaven, run — Aramis — Porthos — and 
obtain some assistance! ” 
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‘All is useless!” said Athos; “all is useless! To the 
poison which se pours there is no antidote.” 

“Yes, yes—help!” murmured Madame Bonancieux. 
Then, collecting all her strength, she took the hand of the 
young man between her two hands, looked at him for an 
instant as 1f her whole soul was in that last look, and, with 
a sobbing cry, she pressed her lips upon his. 

“ Constance! Constance!” exclaimed D’Artagnan. 

One sigh came from her lips, breathing over those of 
DD’ Artagnan, and that sigh was the passage of her loving soul 
to eternity. 

D’Artagnan held only a hfeless body in his arms. He 
uttered a ery and fell beside his mistress, as pale and 
motionless as herself. 

Porthos wept; Aramis raised his hand to Heaven; Athos 
crossed himself. 

At that moment a man appeared at the door, almost as 
pale as those who were in theroom. Helooked around hin 
and saw Madame Bonancieux dead and J)’ Artagnan sense- 
less. He entered just at the moment of that stupor which 
succeeds great catastrophes. 

“JT was not mistaken,” said he; ‘that is M. d’Artagnan, 
and you are his three friends, Messieurs Athos, Porthos and 
Aramis.” 

They whose names had been pronounced looked at the 
stranger with astonishment, and all thought that they knew 
him. | 

“ Gentlemen,” said the new-comer, “ you, like myself, are 
seeking a woman, who,” added he, with a terrible smile, 
‘must have been present here, for I see a dead body.” 

The three friends remained speechless, but the voice, as 
well as the countenance, recalled to their recollection some 
one they had previously seen, although they could not rec- 
ollect under what circumstances. 

“Gentlemen,” continued the stranger, “ since you will not 
recognize a man whose life you have probably twice saved, 
I must needs give my name. I am Lord de Winter, the 
brother-in-law of that woman.” 


A DROP OF WATER. 347 


The three friends uttered an exclamation of surprise. 
Athos arose and offered him his hand. 

‘ Welcome, my lord,” said he; “ you are one of us.” 

“T left Portsmouth five hours after her,” said Lord de 
Winter, “reached Boulogne three hours after her; I only 
missed her by twenty minutes at St. Omer, but at it. 
Lilliers I lost all trace of her. I wandered about at 
chance, inquiring of everybody, when I saw you pass at a 
gallop. I recognized M. d’Artagnan and called out to you, 
but you did not answer me. I attempted to keep up with 
you, but my horse was too tired to go at the sane pace as 
yours did; and yet, in spite of all your haste, it seems that 
you have arrived too late.” 

“ The proof is before you,” said Athos, pointing to Madame 
Bonancieux, who was lying dead, and to D’Artagnan, whom 
Porthos and Aramis were endeavoring to restore to life. 

“Are they both dead?” demanded Lord de Winter, 
calmly. 

“No, happily,” replied Athos. “D’Artagnan has only 
fainted.” 

‘“ Ah! so much the better,” said Lord de Winter. 

In fact, at that moment J)’Artagnan opened his eyes. Ile 
tore himself from the arms of Porthos and Aramis and 
threw himself like a madman on the body of his mistress. 

Athos arose, walked toward his friend with a slow and 
solemn step, embraced him tenderly, and then, whilst D’ Ar- 
tagnan broke out in sobs, said to him, in his noble and per- 
suasive tones : 

“My friend, be a man! Women weep for the dead — 
men avenge them!” 

“Oh, yes, yes!” cried D’Artagnan, “if it to be to avenge 
her, I am ready to follow you.” 

Athos took advantage of this momentary strength, which 
the hope of vengeance had given to his unfortunate friend, to 
make a sign to Porthos and Aramis to go for the abbess. 
The two friends met her in the corridor, already much con- 
founded and disturbed by so many events. She called 
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some of the sisters, who, contrary to their conventual 
habits, found themselves in the presence of five men. 

“Madame,” said Athos, putting his arm under that of 
D’ Artagnan, “we leave to your pious care the body of this 
unfortunate woman. She was an angel upon earth, before 
she became a saint in heaven. ‘Treat her as if she had been 
one of your sisters; we will return some day to pray for her 
soul.” 

D’Artagnan hid his face against Athos’s breast and sobbed 
violently. 

“Weep,” said Athos; “ weep, heart fuil of love and youth 
and life. Alas! would that I could weep as youdo!” And 
he led his friend away, affectionately as a father, consol- 
ingly as a priest, and firmly as a man who had himself en- 
dured much. 

All five, followed by their servants leading their horses, 
then went toward the town of Bethune, of which the 
suburbs were in sight; and they stopped at the first hotel 
they found. 

“ But,” asked D’Artagnan, “are we not going to follow 
that woman ?”’ 

“ By and by,” said Athos; “I have some preparations to 
male.” 

“She will escape,” said the young man; “she will escape, 
Athos, and it will be your fault.” 

“T will answer for her,” said Athos. 

D’Artagna1 had such perfect confidence in his friend’s 
word that he bowed his head and entered the hotel without 
making the least reply. Porthos and Aramis looked at 
each other, at a loss to understand the meaning of Athos. 
Lord de Winter thought that he only sought to soothe the 
grief of D’Artagnan. 

“Now, gentlemen,” said Athos, when he had ascertained 
that there were five unoccupied chambers in the hotel, “let 
each of us retire to his room. D’Artagnan ought to be alone 
to weep,and youtosleep. I take charge of everything; mane 
yourselves perfectly easy.” 
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“Tt appears to me, however,” said Lord de Winter, “ that 
if any measures are to be taken against the countess, the 
business is mine, seeing that she is my sister-in-law.” 

“ And,” said Athos, “she is my wife!” 

))’Artagnan started, for he was satisfied that Athos was 
sure of his revenge, since he revealed such a secret. Por- 
thos and Aramis looked at one another in consternation, 
and Lord de Winter thought that Athos had gone mad. 

“Tetire, then,” said Athos, “and leave me to act. You 
see that, in my capacity of husband, this affair belongs to 
me. Only, ]’Artagnan, if you have not lost it, give me 
that paper which fell from the man’s hat and on which the 
name of a village is written.” 

“Ah!” cried D’Artagnan, “I understand; that name is 
written by her hand ——” 

“You see,” said Athos, “that there is a God in heaven,’ | 
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CHAPTER LXIV. 


THE MAN IN THE RED CLOAK. 


Tnr despair of Athos had given place to a concentrated 
grief, which made the brilliant qualities of the man even 
more lucid. Entirely engrossed by one thought — that of 
the promise he had made, and of the responsibility he had 
undertaken — he was the last to retire into his chamber, 
where he requested the landlord to bring him a map of the 
province; and then he bent himself over it, examined the 
lines traced on it, and ascertaining that four different roads 
led from Bethune to Armentiéres, he ordered the valets to 
be called. 

Planchet, Grimaud, Musqueton and Basin entered and 
received the clear, precise and serious directions of Athos. 
At break of day the next morning they were to set off and 
proceed to Armentiéres, each by a different road. Planchet, 
the most intelligent of the four, was to follow that which 
had been taken by the carriage at which the three friends 
had fired, and which was attended, as may be remembered, 
by the servat of Count Rochefort. 

Athos intrusted the vaiets with this duty, first, because 
since these men had been in his service or that of his friends, 
he had perceived in each of them some different and useful 
quality; and next, because servants awaken less suspicion 
in the minds of the peasants than their masters and excite 
inore sympathy in the minds of those whom they address. 
And, lastly, Milady knew the masters, whilst she did not 
know the servants, who, on the other hand, knew Her Lady- 
ship well. ‘They were all four to be at an appointed place 
at eleven o’clock the next day. If they had discovered Her 
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Ladyship’s retreat, three of the four were to remain to watch 
her and the fourth was to return to Bethune to inform 
Athos and to guide the three friends. 

These arrangements being made, the valets withdrew. 

Athos then arose from his seat, girded on his sword, 
wrapped himself up in his cloak and left the hotel. It was 
about ten o’clock; and at ten at night, in the country, the 
streets are but little frequented. Nevertheless, Athos was 
evidently looking for some one, of whom he could ask a 
question. At last he met a late passenger, went up to him 
and spoke a few words. The man he addressed started 
back in fear, but yet he answered the inquiry of the musket- 
eer by a sign. Athos offered the man half a pistole to 
accompany him, but he refused it. Athos then proceeded 
down the street which the man had pointed out with his 
finger, but reaching a spot where several streets met, he 
stopped again in visible embarrassment. Lut as this was a 
more likely place than any other for some one to be seen, 
Athos waited there. In fact, a moment later a watchman 
passed. Athos repeated the question he had already asked 
of the person he first met. The watchman showed the same 
terror and also refused to accompany him, but he pointed 
to the road he was to take. Athos walked in the direction 
indicated and soon reached the suburbs of the town, in the 
opposite direction to that by which he and his companions 
had entered. There he again appeared uneasy and embar- 
rassed and stopped for the third time. Fortunately a beg- 
gar who was passing by came up to solicit alms. Athos 
offered him a crown to accompany him where he was going. 
The beggar hesitated for an instant, but at the sight of the 
piece of silver shining in the darkness, he assented and 
walked before Athos. 

Having reached the corner of the street, he pointed out, 
at a distance, a small, isolated, melancholy looking house, to 
which Athos proceeded, whilst the beggar, who had received 
his wages, took himself off at his utmost speed. 

Athos walked quite around this house before he could dis 
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tinguish the dooramid the red color with which the hut was 
painted. No light pierced through the crevices of the shut- 
ters; no sound gave reason to suppose it was inhabited; it 
was sad and silent as the tomb. Athos knocked three times 
before any answer was given. At the third knock, however, 
steps were heard approaching, the door was partially opened 
and a man of tall stature, pale complexion and black beard 
and hair, appeared. Athos exchanged a few words with him 
in a whisper and then the tall man made a sign to the mus- 
keteer that he might come in. Athos immediately availed 
himself of the permission and the door closed behind hin. 
The man whom Athos had come so far to seek and whom 
he had found with so much difficulty, took him into a labora- 
tory where he was engaged in joining together with iron 
wires the clattering bones of a skeleton. All the body was 
already adjusted and the head alone was lying on the table. 
All the furniture indicated that the owner of the room in 
which they were was engaged in natural science. There 
were bottles full of serpents labeled according to their 
kinds, and dried lizards, shining like emeralds, set in large 
frames of black wood. And lastly, boxes of wild, sweet- 
smelling plants, gifted undoubtedly with virtues unknown 
to mankind in general, were fastened to the ceiling and 
hung down the oorners of the room. But there was no 
family, no servant; the tall man inhabited the house alone. 
Athos cast a cold and indifferent glance on the objects we 
have just desc~ibed, and on the invitation of the man whom 
he had come to seek, sat down beside him. He then explained 
the cause of his visit and the service he required of him; 
but scarcely had he stated his demand before the stranger, 
who had remained standing before the musketeer, started 
back in affright and refused. Athos then drew from his 
pocket a small paper on which two lines and a signature 
were written, accompanied by a seal, and presented it to 
him who had so prematurely shown these signs of repug- 
nance. The tall man had scarcely read the two lines and 
seen the signature and recognized the seal before he bowed 
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his.head, as a token that he had no longer any objection to 
make and that he was prepared to obey. Athos demanded 
nothing more; he arose, left the house, returned by the road 
he had come, and re-entering the hotel, shut himself up in 
his own chamber. 

At daybreak D’Artagnan entered his room and asked him 
what they were to do. 

“Wait,” replied Athos. 

A few moments after the superior of the convent sent to 
inform the musketeers that the funeral would take place at 
mid-day. As for the murderess, no tidings of her had been 
heard. It was, however, clear that she must have fled through 
the garden, on the gravel paths of which the traces of her 
steps could be discerned, and. the door of which had been 
found locked and the key missing. 

At the appointed hour Lord de Winter and the four 
friends proceeded to the convent. The bells were sounding, 
the chapel was open and the grating of the chancel alone 
was Closed. In front of the altar the body of the victim, 
clothed in the dress of a novice, lay exposed. On each side 
of the altar and behind the grating leading to the convent 
the whole community of the Carmelites was assembled, 
listening to the sacred service and mingling their strains 
with the songs of the priests, without seeing the profane or 
being seen by them. 

At the door of the chapel D’Artagnan felt his resolution 
wavering again and turned to look for Athos, but he had 
disappeared. Faithful to his mission of vengeance, Athos 
had been shown into the garden, and there on the gravel, 
following the light steps of that woman who had left a track 
of blood wherever she passed, he proceeded on until he 
reached the door which opened on the wood. He had this 
door unclosed and plunged into the forest. But there all 
his suspicions were confirmed. The road by which the car- 
riage had disappeared skirted the wood. Athos followed 
the road for some distance with his eyes fixed upon the 
ground. Slight spots of blood, which proceeded from a 
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wound inflicted either on the courier or on one of the 
horses, were perceptible on the road. About three-quarters 
of a league off, and fifty paces from Festubert, a large spot 
of blood was visible and the ground was trodden by horses. 
Between the wood and this denunciatory spot, and rather 
behind the tramped earth, traces of the same small steps 
as those in the garden were distinguished. The carriage, 
therefore, had waited here, and here Her Ladyship had left 
the wood and got into it. 

Satisfied with this discovery, which confirmed all his con- 
jectures, Athos returned to the hotel, where he found Plan- 
chet impatiently awaiting him. Everything had happened 
exactly as Athos had foreseen. Planchet had followed the 
path she had taken; had, like Athos, observed the marks of 
blood; like Athes, too, he had discerned the spot where the 
carriage stopped. But he had gone on further than Athos; 
so that, in the village of I’estubert, whilst drinking in a 
tavern, he had without the trouble of inquiry learned that 
at half-past eight on the previous evening a wounded man, 
who attended a lady traveling in a post-carriage, had been 
obliged to stop from inability to proceed further. The acci- 
dent had been imputed to robbers who had stopped the car- 
riage in the wood. The man had remained in the village, 
but the woman had changed horses and proceeded on her 
journey. 

Planchet hunted out the postillion who had driven the 
carriage, and found him. He had taken the lady to Fro- 
melles, and from Fromelles she had gone on toward Armen- 
tiéres. Planchet had taken a crossroad and at half-past 
seven in the morning he was at Armentiéres. There was 
only one hotel thereand Planchet presented himself at it as 
a servant who was looking out for a situation. He had not 
talked ten minutes with the servants of the inn before he 
ascertained that a woman had arrived alone at ten o’clock 
the night before and had taken a room, had sent for the 
landlord and had told him that she wished to remain for 
some time in the neighborhood. Planchet wanted to know 
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nothing more. He hastened to the place of appointment, 
found the three other valets at their posts, placed them as 
sentinels at all the outlets from the hotel, and returned to 
Athos, who had just finished receiving this information from 
Planchet when his friends returned. 

All their faces were indicative of gloom, even the gentle 
countenance of Aramis. 

‘ What must we do?” said D’ Artagnan. 

“Wait!” replied Athos. 

Each retired to his own chamber. 

At eight o’clock in the evening Athos ordered the horses 
to be saddled and notified Lord de Winter and his friends 
to prepare for the expedition. In an instant all the five were 
ready. Each looked at his arms and put them in order. 
Athos came down the last and found D’Artagnan already 
mounted and impatient. 

“ Patience,” said Athos; “there is still some one want- 
ing.” 

The four horsemen looked around them in astonishment, 
for they sought in vain in their own minds who could be the 
one still wanting. 

At this moment Planchet. led up Athos’s horse. The 
musketeer leaped lightly into the saddle. 

“ Wait for me,’ said be; “I shall be back directly.” 
And he went off at a gallop. 

A quarter of an hour afterward he returned, accompanied 
by a man who wore a mask and was wrapped in a red 
cloak. Lord de Winter and the three musketeers questioned 
one another by their glances, but none of them could give 
any information to the others, for all were ignorant about 
this man. And yet they concluded that it was as it ought 
to be, since it was Athos who had so arranged it. 

At nine o’clock, guided by Planchet, the little cavalcade 
began its march, taking the same road that the carriage had 
followed. There was something mournful in the sight of 
these six men riding in silence, each buried in his own 
thoughts, melancholy as despair, gloomy as revenge. 
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CHAPTER LXV 


THE JUDGMENT. 


Ir was a dark and stormy night. JLarge clouds chased each 
other across the heavens, veiling the brightness of the stars. 
The moon would not arise till midnight. Sometimes, by the 
light of a flash that lit up the horizon, the road became per- 
ceptible, stretching itself, white and solitary, before them ; 
and then, the flash extinguished, everything was again dark. 
At every instant Athos was obliged to check D’Artagnan, 
who was always at the head of the little troop, and compel 
him to take his place in the ranks, which a moment later 
he quitted again. He had only one thought—to go for- 
ward —and he went. 

They passed in silence though the village of Festubert, 
where the wounded servant had been left, and then they 
skirted the village of Richebourg. Havingreached Herlier, 
Planchet, who guided the party, turned to the left. 

On several occasions, either Lord de Winter or Porthos 
or Aramis had endeavored to address some remark to the 
man in the red *loak, but at each question he had bowed his 
head without reply. The travelers had thus comprehended 
that there was some reason for the stranger’s silence and 
they had ceased to speak to him. 

The storm, too, became more violent; flashes rapidly suc- 
ceeded one another; the thunder began to roll, and the 
wind, the precursor of the hurricane, whistled through the 
plumes and the hair of the horsemen. The cavalcade broke 
into a fast trot. A little way beyond Fromelles the storm 
burst forth. There were still three leagues to travel, and 
they went them amidst torrents of rain. 
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D’Artagnan had taken off his hat, and did not wear his 
cloak. He found some pleasure in letting the water flow 
over his burning brow and over his body, consumed by 
burning fever. 

At the moment that the little troop had passed beyond 
Goskal and was just arriving at the post-house, a man, who 
in the darkness could not be distinguished from the trunk 
of a tree, under which he had sheltered himself, advanced 
into the middle of the road, placing his finger on his lips. 
Athos recognized Grimaud. 

“What is the matter now?” exclaimed D’Artagnan. 
“Can she have quitted Armentiéres ?” 

Grimaud gave an affirmative nod of the head. D’Arta- 
gnan ground his teeth. 

«Silence, D’Artagnan!” said Athos; “I have taken 
charge of everything and it is my business, therefore, to 
question Grimaud.” 

‘Where is she ?” demanded Athos. 

Grimaud stretched forth his hand in the direction of 
the Lys. 

“Ts it far from here?” 

Grimaud presented his forefinger bent. 

“ Alone ?” demanded Athos. 

Grimaud made a sign that she was. 

“Gentlemen,” said Athos, “she is half a league from this 
place in the direction of the river.” 

“Good!” said D’Artagnan; “lead us on, Grimaud.” 

Grimaud took a crossroad and guided the cavalcade. At 
the end of about five hundred yards they found a stream, 
-which they forded. By the light of a flash they perceived 
the village of Enguinghem. 

“ Ys it there ?”? demanded D’Artagnan. 

Grimaud shook his head negatively. 

‘ Silence there!” said Athos. 

The troop proceeded on its way. Another flash blazed 

forth;’ Grimaud extended his arm, and by the bluish light 
‘of the serpentine flame a small solitary house was percep- 
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tible on the bank of the river, uot far from a ferry. There 
was a light at one window. 

“We are there,” said Athos. 

At that moment a man who was lying down in a ditch 
arose. It was Musqueton. He pointed with his finger to 
the window with the light. “ She is there,” said he. 

“And Bazin ?” demanded Athos. 

“ Whilst I watched the window he watched the door.” 

“Good!” said Athos. “ You are all faithful servants.” 

Athos leaped from his horse, of which he gave the bridle 
into the hands of Grimaud, and advanced in the direction of 
the window after having made a sign to the remainder of 
the troop to proceed toward the door. 

The small house was surrounded by a quickset hedge of 
two or three feet in height. Athos sprang over the hedge 
and went up to the window, which had no shutters on the 
outside, but of which the short curtains were closely drawn. 
He climbed upon the ledge of the stone that his eye might 
be above the level of the curtains. By the light of a lamp 
he could perceive a woman, covered by a dark-colored cloak, 
seated on astool before a dying fire. Ter elbows were placed 
upon a wretched table and she rested her head on her hands, 
which were as white asivory. Her face was not visible, but 
an inauspicious smile rose upon the lips of Athos. He was 
not mistaken. Ile had, in truth, found the woman that 
he sought. 

At this moment a horse neighed. Wer Ladyship raised 
her head, saw the pale face of Athos staring through the 
window, and screamed out. 

Perceiving that he had been seen, Athos pushed the win- 
dow with his hand and knee; it give way; the panes were 
broken, and Athos, like a spectre of vengeance, leaped into 
the room. Her Ladyship ran to the door and opened it. 
Paler and more threatening than even Athos himself, D’Ar- 
tagnan was standing on the sill. Her Ladyship started 
back and screamed. D’Artagnan, imagining that she had 
some means of flight and fearing that she might escape him, 
drew out a pistol from his belt. But Athos raised his hand. 
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“Replace your weapon, D’Artagnan,” said he; “it is 
imperative that this woman should be judged and not 
assassinated. Wait awhile, D’Artagnan, and you shall be 
satisfied. Come in, gentlemen.” 

D’Artagnan obeyed, for Athos had the solemn voice and 
authoritative air of a judge commissioned by the Deity Him- 
self. Behind D’Artagnan there came Porthos, Aramis, 
Lord de Winter, and the man in the red cloak. The four 
valets watched at the door and window. Her Ladyship 
had sunk upon her chair with her hands stretched out, as if 
to exorcise this terrible apparition. On seeing ber brother- 
in-law she uttered a fearful scream. 

“ What do you want?” demanded Her Ladyship. 

“We seek,” said Athos, “Charlotte Backson, who was 
called, first, the Countess de la Feére, then Lady de Winter, 
baroness of Sheffield.” 

“JT am that person,” murmured she, overwhelmed with 
fear. “What do you want with me?” 

“We want to judge you according to your crimes,” said 
Athos. ‘You will be free to defend yourself and to 
justify your conduct, if you can. M. d’Artagnan, you must 
be the first accuser.” 

D’Artagnan came forward. ‘ Before God and men,” said 
he, “I accuse this woman of having poisoned Constance 
Bonancieux, who died last night.” 

He turned toward Aramis and Porthos. “ We can bear 
witness to it,” said the two musketeers at the same time. 

D’ Artagnan continued : 

‘Before God and before men I accuse this woman of 
having wished to poison me with some wine which she sent 
me from Villeroi, with a forged letter, as if the wine had 
come from my friends. God preserved me, but a man 
named Brisemont was killed instead of me.” 

“We bear witness to this,” said Porthos and Aramis, as 
with one voice. 

“ Before God and before men,” continued D’Artagnan, 
“T accuse this woman of having urged me to the murder of 
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the Baron de Wardes; and as no one is present to bear wit- 
ness to it, I myself will attest it. I have done.” And 
D’ Artagnan crossed over to the other side of the room, with 
Porthos and Aramis. 

“Tt is now for you to speak, my lord,” said Athos. 

The baron came forward in his turn. “Before God and 
before men,” said he, “I accuse this woman of having 
caused the Duke of Buckingham to be assassinated.” 

“The Duke of Buckingham assassinated!” exclaimed all, 
with one accord. 

“Yes,” said the baron, “assassinated. From the warn- 
ing letter which you sent me I caused this woman to be 
arrested and put her under the custody of a faithful fol- 
lower. She corrupted that man; she placed the dagger in 
his hand; she made him kill the duke; and at this moment, 
perhaps, Felton has paid with his head for the crimes of 
this fury.” 

A shudder ran through the company at the revelation of 
these hitherto unknown crimes. 

“ This is not all,” resumed Lord de Winter. “ My brother, 
who had made you his heiress, died in three hours of a 
strange malady, which left livid spots on his body. Sister, 
how did your husband die?” 

Qh, horror!” exclaimed Porthos and Aramis. 

“Murderess of Buckingham; murderess of Felton ; mur- 
deress of my brother, I demand justice on you and declare 
that if it be not accorded to me I will execute it myself.” 

Lord de Winter ranged himself by the side of D’Artagnan, 
leaving his place open to another accuser. 

Her Ladyship’s head sank upon her hands, and she 
endeavored to recall her thoughts, which were confused by 
a deadly giddiness. 

“Tt is now my turn,” said Athos, trembling, as the lion 
trembles at the aspect of a serpent. “It is now my turn. 
J] married this woman when she was a young girl. I mar- 
ried her in spite of all my family. I gave her my property, 
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woman was branded — this woman bore the mark of a fleur- 
de-lis upon the left shoulder.” 

“Oh!” said Her Ladyship, rising, “I defy you to find 
the tribunal which pronounced on me that infamous sen- 
tence —I defy you to find the man who executed it.” 

‘‘ Silence!” exclaimed a voice. “It is for me to answer 
that!” And the man in the red cloak came forward. 

“Who is that man? What is that man ?” cried out Her 
Ladyship, suffocated with terror, and with her hair raising 
itself on her head, as if it had been endowed with life. 

Every eye was turned toward that man, for he was 
unknown to all except Athos. And even Athos looked at 
him with as much astonishment as the others, for he knew 
not how he could be connected with the horrible drama 
which was at that moment enacting there. After slowly 
and solemnly approaching Her Ladyship, till the table 
alone separated them, the stranger took off his mask. 

Her Ladyship looked for some time with increasing ter- 
ror at that pale countenance, begirt with black hair, of 
which the only expression was that of a stern and frozen 
insensibility ; then, suddenly rising and retreating toward 
the wall, — 

“Oh! no, no,” exclaimed she, “it is an infernal appari- 
tion! Itis not he. Help! help!” she screamed out, in a 
hoarse voice, still pressing toward the wall as if she could 
open a passage through it with her hands. 

“ But who are you ?” exclaimed all the witnesses of this 
scene. 

“ Ask this woman,” said the man in the red cloak, “for 
you see plainly that she has recognized me.” 

“The executioner of Lille, the executioner of Lille!” 
ericd Milady, overcome by wild affright and clinging to 
the wall with her hands for support. 

All of them recoiled and the tall man stood alone in the 
middle of the room. 

“Oh! mercy! mercy!” cried the miserable woman, fall- 
ing on her knees. 
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The stranger paused for silence. “TI told you truly that 
she had recognized me,” said he. “Yes, I am the execu- 
tioner of Lille and here is my history.” 

All eyes were fixed upon this man, whose words were 
listened to with the most anxious avidity. 

“This woman was formerly a young girl, as beautiful as 
she is at present. She was a nun, in a Lenedictine convent 
at Templemar. A young priest of a simple and credulous 
nature performed service in the church of the convent; she 
attempted to seduce him and succeeded. She would have 
seduced a saint. 

“ The vows which they had both taken were sacred and 
irrevocable. She persuaded him to quit the country; but, 
to quit the country, to fly together, to get to some part of 
France where they might live in peace, because they would 
be unknown, they required money. Neither of them had 
any. The priest stole the sacred vessels and sold them, 
but just as they were making ready to escape, they were 
both arrested. Eight days afterward she had corrupted 
the jailer’s son and saved herself. The young priest was 
condemned to be branded and to ten years of chains. I was 
the executioner of Lille,as this woman says. I was obliged 
to brand the criminal, and that criminal was my own brother! 
I then swore that this woman who had ruined him — who 
was more than his accomplice, since she had instigated him 
to the crime — should at any rate partake his punishment. 
I suspected where she was concealed. I followed and dis- 
covered her. I[ caught her, I bound her and imprinted the 
same brand on her that I had stamped upon my own brother. 

“The next day, on my return to Lille, my brother also 
managed to escape. I was accused as his accomplice and 
was condemned to remain in prison in his place, so long as he 
should continue at large. My poor brother was not aware 
of this sentence; he had rejoined this woman, and they 
fled together into Berri; here he obtained a small curacy. 
This woman passed for his sister. The owner of the estate 
vo which the curacy belonged saw this pretended sister and 
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fell in love with her. His passion led him to propose to 
marry her. She left the man whom she had destroyed and 
became the Countess de la Fere.” 

All eyes were turned toward Athos, whose true name this 
was, and he made a sign that the executioner’s tale was 
true. 

“Then,” continued the latter, ‘‘ maddened by despair, and 
resolved to terminate an existence of which the happiness 
and honor had been thus destroyed, my poor brother 
returned to Lille, and hearing the sentence which had con- 
demned me in his place, he delivered himself up as a pris- 
oner and hung himself the same night to the grating of 
his dungeon. After all, to do them justice, they who had 
condemned me kept their word. Scarcely was the identity 
of the dead body proved before my liberty was restored. 
These are the crimes of which I accuse her — these are my 
reasons for branding her!” 

“M. d’Artagnan,” said Athos, “what is the punishment 
that you demand against this woman ? ” 

“The punishment of death!” replied D’ Artagnan. 

‘My Lord de Winter,” continued Athos, “what punish- 
ment do you demand against this woman ? ” 

“Death!” replied his lordship. 

“ Messieurs Porthos and Aramis,” said Athos, “you who 
are her judges, what punishment do you pronounce against 
this woman ? ” 

‘The punishment of death!” replied the two musketeers, 
in a hollow voice. 

Her Ladyship uttered a fearful cry and dragged herself 
a few paces on her knees toward her judges. Athos 
stretched out his hand toward her. “ Charlotte Backson,” 
Bald he, “ Countess de la Fare, Lady de Winter, your crimes 
have wearied men ou earth and God in heaven. If you 
know any prayer, repeat it, for you are condemned and 
are about to die.” 

At these words, which left no hope, Her Ladyship raised 
herself to her full height and attempted to speak. But her 
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voice failed her. She felt a strong and pitiless hand seize 
her by the hair and drag her on, as irrevocably as fate drags 
on mankind. She did not, therefore, even attempt to make 
any resistance, but left the cottage. 

Lord de Winter and the four friends went out after her. 

The valets followed their masters and the chamber was 
left empty, with its window, its open door and the smoking 
lamp burning sadly on the table. 
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CHAPTER LXVI. 


THE EXECUTION. 


Ir was almost midnight. The waning moon, as red as 
blood from the lingering traces of the storm, was rising 
behind the little village of Armentiéres, which exhibited 
in that pale light the gloomy profile of its houses and the 
skeleton of its high ornamented steeple. In front, the Lys 
rolled along its waters like a river of molten fire, whilst 
on its other bank a dark mass of trees was sharply out- 
lined upon a stormy sky, covered by large copper-colored 
clouds, which created a sort of twilight in the middle of the 
night. To the left arose an old deserted mill, of which 
the sails were motionless and from the ruins of which an 
owl was uttering its sharp, monotonous, recurring screech. 
Here and there on the plain, to the right and to the left 
of the path which the melancholy band was taking, there 
appeared a few short and stunted trees, which looked like 
distorted dwarfs crouched down to watch the men at that 
ill-omened hour. 

From time to time a brilliant flash opened up the hori- 
zon in its whole extent, playing above the black mass of 
trees, and coming, like a frightful cimeter, to divide the 
sky and water into equal parts. Not a breath of air was 
stirring in the heavy atmosphere. A silence as of death 
weighed down all nature. The earth was moist and 
slippery from the recent rain, and reanimated plants sent 
forth their perfumes with more vigorous energy. 

Two of the servants, each holding an arm, were leading 
Her Ladyship along. The executioner walked behind. The 
four musketeers and Lord de Winter followed hin. 
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Planchet and Bazin brought up the rear. 

The two valets led Her Ladyship toward the side of the 
river. Her mouth was silent, but her eyes were inexpress- 
ibly eloquent, supplicating by turns each of those on whom 
she looked. Finding herself a few paces in advance, she 
said to the valets: 

“A thousand pistoles for each of you, if you will assist 
me to escape; but if you give me up to your masters I 
have some avengers near, who will make you pay dearly 
for my death.” 

Grimaud hesitated and Musqueton trembled in every limb. 

Athos, who had heard Her Ladyship’s voice, came up 
immediately, as did also Lord de Winter. 

‘Send away these valets,” said he; “she has spoken to 
them and they are no longer safe.” 

They called Planchet and Bazin, who took the places of 
Grimaud and Musqueton. 

Having reached the brink of the stream, the executioner 
came up and bound Her Jadyship’s hands and feet. 

She then broke her silence to exclaim: “ You are cow- 
ards — vou are miserable assassins! You come, ten of you, 
to murder a poor woman! But beware! If I am not 
succored, I shall be avenged.” 

“You are not a woman,” replied Athos, coldly; “you do 
not belong to the human race; you are a demon escaped 
from heli, and to hell we shall send you back.” 

Oh, you viu‘uous gentlemen!” said Her Ladyship, “re 
member that he amongst you who touches a hair of my 
head is himself a murderer.” 

‘“ The executioner can kill without being on that account 
a murderer, madame,” said the man in the cloak, striking 
his large sword. “ He is the last judge on earth, that is all. 
Nachrichter, as our German neighbors say.” 

And as he was binding her whilst he uttered these words, 
Her Ladyship sent forth two or three wild screams, which 
had a startling, melancholy effect, as they were borne on 
the night and lost themselves in the depths of the woods. 
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‘But if Iam guilty —if I have committed the crimes of 
which you accuse me,” howled out Her Ladyship, “ take ne 
before a regular tribunal. You are not judges— you have 
no power to condemn me!” 

“YT did propose Tyburn,” answered Lord de Winter; 
“why did you not accept my offer?” 

“ Because I do not wish to die,” exclaimed Her Ladyship, 
struggling ; “ because I am too young to die!” 

“The woman whom you poisoned at Bethune was still 
younger than you are, madame, and yet she is dead,” said 
D’ Artagnan. 

“] will enter a convent — I will become a nun,” cried Her 
Ladyship. 

“You were in a convent,” said the executioner, “and you 
left it to destroy my brother.” 

Her Ladyship sent forth a cry of terror and fell upon her 
knees. The executioner lifted her in his arms and pre- 
pared to carry her to the boat. 

“Oh, my God!” exclaimed she, “my God! are you going 
to drown me?” 

These cries had something so heartrending in them that 
D’Artagnan, who was at first the most unrelenting in his 
pursuit of Her Ladyship, sunk down upon the stump of a 
tree, letting his head fall on his bosom and stopping his 
ears with the palms of his hands; and yet in spite of all 
this he still heard her menaces and cries. D’Artagnan was 
the youngest of all these men and his heart failed him. 

“Oh! I cannot bear this frightful spectacle,” said he; 
“T cannot consent that this woman should die thus.” 

Her Ladyship heard these words and they gave her a new 
gleam of hope. “D’Artagnan! D’Artagnan!” exclaimed 
she, “remember that once I loved you!” 

The young man rose and made one step toward her. But 
Athos drew his sword and placed himself in his path. 

“If you take one step more, D’Artagnan,” said he, “we 
must cross our swords together.” 

D’Artagnan fell on his knees and prayed. 
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“Come,” continued Athos, ‘executioner, do your duty.” 

“Willingly, my lord,” replied the executioner; “for as 
truly as I am a good Catholic I firmly believe that I act 
justly in exercising my office on this woman.” 

“That is right.” Athos took one step toward Her Lady- 
ship. “I pardon you,” said he, ‘the evil you havedone me. 
I forgive you for my ruined future, my lost honor, my tainted 
love and my salvation forever periled by the despair into 
which you have thrown me. Die in peace!” 

Lord de Winter next came forward. “TI pardon you,” 
sud he, “ the poisoning of my brother, the assassination of 
the Duke of Buckingham and the death of poor Felton. I 
forgive you your attempts on my own person. Die in 
peace.” 

“ As for me,” said ]) Artagnan, “pardon me, madame, for 
having by a deceit unworthy of a gentleman provoked your 
rage; and in exchange I pardon you for the murder of my 
poor friend and your cruel vengeance on myself. I pardon 
and I pity you. Die in peace!” 

“Zam fost/” murmured Her Ladyship in English; “JZ 
must die!” 

She then arose by herself and threw around her one of 
those clear glances which seemed to emanate from an eye of 
fire, but she could see nothing. She listened, but she heard 
nothing. There were none around her but her enemies. 

“Where am I to die ?” demanded she. 

“On the other bank of the river,” replied the executioner. 

He then made her enter the boat, and as he was step- 
ping in after her Athos gave him a sum of money. 

‘‘Tlere,” said he, “ here is the price of the execution, that 
it may be seen that we are really judges.” 

“Tt is well,” said the executioner; “but let this woman 
now know that I am not executing business, but my duty.” 
And he threw the money from him into the river. 

“Mark,” said Athos, “this woman has a child, and yet 
she has not said one word about hin.” 

The boat proceeded toward the left bank of the Lys, 
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carrying away the criminal and the executioner. All the 
others continued on the right bank, where they had sunk 
upon their knees. The boat glided slowly along the rope 
of the ferry, under the reflection of a pale mist which 
skimmed the water at that moment. 

It arrived at the other bank and the two figures stood out 
in blackness on the red horizon. 

During the passage Her Ladyship had managed to loosen 
the cord that bound her feet, and on reaching the bank she 
leaped lightly on shore and took to flight. But the ground 
was moist and at the top of the shelving bank she slipped 
and fell upon her knees. Probably a superstitious idea 
had struck her. She understood that Heaven refused to 
aid her and remained in the attitude in which she had 
fallen, her head drooping and her hands clasped together. 
Then from the other shore they could see the executioner 
slowly raise his two arms, a ray of the moon was reflected 
on the blade of his large sword, the two arms descended, 
they heard the whistling of the cimeter and the cry of the 
victim, and then a mutilated mass sunk down beneath the 
blow. The executioner took off his red cloak, stretched it 
out on the ground, laid the body on it and threw in the 
head, tied it by the four corners, raised it upon his shoulders 
and again entered the boat. Having reached the middle of 
the Lys, he stopped the boat, and holding his burden over 
the river: 

“Let the justice of God have its course!” he exclaimed 
in a loud voice. And so saying, he dropped the dead body 
into the deepest part of the waters, which closed above it. 


370 THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


CHAPTER LXVII. 


A MESSAGE FROM THE CARDINAL. 


Turek days afterward the four musketeers re-entered Paris. 
They were within the limit of their leave, and the same 
evening they went to pay the usual visit to M. de Treville. 

“ Well, gentlemen,” inquired the brave captain, “ have you 
found good amusements in your excursion ? ” 

‘“ Prodigiously so,” replied Athos, in his own name and 
that of his companions. 

On the sixth of the following month the king, according 
to his promise to the cardinal to return to Rochelle, quitted 
Paris, still quite stunned by the news of the assassination of 
Buckingham, which was beginning to circulate in the city. 

Although warned of a danger in the path of a man 
whom she had so truly loved, yet the queen, when his death 
was announced to her, would not believe it; she had even 
the imprudence to exclaim: “It is false! he has just writ- 
ten to me.” 

But the next day there was no refusing credence to this 
fatal news. Laporte, having, like every one else, been 
detained by the order of Charles I., at length arrived and 
brought with him the last dying gift which Buckingham 
had sent to the queen. 

The king’s joy had been extreme. He had not taken the 
slightest pains to disguise it, but manifested it affectedly 
before the queen. Louis XIIL., like all men of weak hearts, 
was wanting in generosity. But the king soon again became 
melancholy and ill. Flis brow was not one of those that 
can long continue unruffled ; he felt that in returning to the 
camp he returned to slavery, and yet he did return there. 
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The cardinal was to him the fascinating serpent, and he 
was the bird that flies from bough to boug without a pos- 
sibility of making his escape. 

The return to La Rochelle was, therefore, profoundly sad. 
Our four friends, especially, excited the astonishment of 
their companions; they traveled side by side, with heavy 
eyes and heads depressed. Athos alone sometimes raised 
his broad forehead; a glance shot from his eye, a bitter 
smile passed across his lips, and then like his comrades he 
sunk again into his reveries. As soon as they arrived in 
any town, after they had conducted the king to his apart- 
ments, the four friends withdrew either to their own lodg- 
ings or to some secluded tavern, where they neither played 
nor drank, but spoke in a low voice together and looked 
attentively that none might hear them. 

One day that the king had halted to hunt the magpie, and 
the four friends, according to their custom, instead of join- 
ing in the sport, had stopped at a tavern by the roadside, 
a man who was coming post from La Rochelle, stopped at 
the door to drink a glass of wine, and looked into the cham- 
ber where the four musketeers were seated at the table. 

“ Halloo, M. d’Artagnan,” said he, “is it you that I see 
there?” 

D’Artagnan raised his head and uttered an exclamation 
of joy. This man who now called him was his phantom; it 
was the stranger of Meung, of the Rue des Fossoyeurs and 
of Arras. D’Artagnan drew his sword and rushed toward 
the door. But on this occasion the stranger, instead of 
hastening away, jumped off his horse and advanced to meet 
D’ Artagnan. 

“ Ah! gir,” said the young man, “I meet you at last. This 
time you shall not escape me.” 

“Tt is not my intention either, sir, for I am looking for 
you this time. In the king’s name I arrest you.” 

‘What do you mean?” exclaimed D’Artagnan. 

“Tsay that you must give up your sword to me, sir, and 
without resistance, too. Your life depends upon it, assure 
you.” 
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“Who are you, then?” demanded PD’ Artagnan, lowering 
his sword, but not yet giving it up. 

“T am the Chevalier de Rochefort,” said the stranger, 
‘the Cardinal de Richelieu’s master of the horse,and I am 
commanded to conduct you before his eminence.” 

“ We are now returning to his eminence, sir,” said Athos, 
coming forward, “and you must take M. d’Artagnan’s word 
that he will go direct to Jia Rochelle.” 

“T ought to place him in the hands of the guards, who 
will conduct him back to the camp.” 

“ We will serve as such, sir, on our words as gentlemen ! 
But on our words as gentlemen, also,” continued Athos, 
frowning, “M. d’Artagnan shall not be taken from us.” 

De Rochefort threw a glance around him and saw that 
Porthos and Aramis had placed themselves between him 
and the door, and he understood that he was entirely at 
the mercy of these four men. “ Gentlemen,” said he, “if 
M. d’Artagnan will deliver up his sword and join his word 
to yours, I shall be content with your promise of conducting 
him to the quarters of his eminence the cardinal.” 

“You have my word, sir, and here is my sword,” said 
D’ Artagnan, 

‘That suits me so much the better,” said Rochefort, “ for 
I must continue my journey.” 

Tf it is to rejoin Milady,” said Athos, coolly, ‘it is use- 
less; you will not find her.” 

“And what Las become of her?” asked Rochefort, anx- 
lously. 

“ Return to the camp and you will learn!” 

Rochefort remained in thought for an instant; and then, 
as they were only one day’s journey from Surgeres, where 
the cardinal was to meet the king, he resolved to follow 
Athos’s advice and to return with them. Besides, this plan 
had the further advantage of enabling him personally to 
watch the prisoner. Thus they proceeded on their way. 

The next day at three in the afternoon they reached Sur- 
geres. The cardinal was waiting there for Louis XIII. The 
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minister and the king exchanged their caresses freely and 
congratulated each other on the happy chance which had 
freed France from the inveterate enemy who was arming 
Europe against her. After this the cardinal, who had been 
informed by Rochefort that D’Artagnan had been arrested, 
and who was eager to examine him, took leave of the king, 
inviting his majesty to go the next day to see the works at 
the embankment, which were at last complete. 

On returning in the evening to his quarters near the Pont 
de Pierre, the cardinal found the three musketeers, all armed, 
and D’Artagnan, who was without his sword, standing before 
the door of the house which he inhabited. On this oceasion, 
as he was in full force, he looked sternly at them and made 
a sign with his eye and hand for I)’ Artagnan to follow him. 

“We will wait for you, 1’ Artagnan,” said Athos, loud 
enough for the cardinal to hear. 

His eminence knitted his brow, stopped for an instant, 
and then went on without uttering a single word. 

D’Artagnan entered behind the cardinal and Nochefort 
followed J)’Artagnan; the door was guarded. Tis emi- 
nence entered the chamber which he used as a cabinet, and 
signed to Rochefort to introduce the young musketecr. 

.ochefort obeyed ancl retired. 

1” Artagnan stood alone before the cardinal. It was his 
second interview with Richelieu, and he afterward con- 
fessed that he felt quite convinced that it was to be his last. 
Nichelieu remained leaning upon the chimney-piece, and 
there was a table standing between him and D’ Artagnan. 

“Sir,” said the cardinal, “ you have been arrested by my 
orders.” 

“T have been informed so, my lord.” 

“Do you know why?” 

‘No, my lord; for the only thing for which I ought to be 
arrested is yet unknown to your eminence.” 

Richelieu looked earnestly at the young man. 

“ Halloo!” said he, “what does this mean ?” 

“Tf your eminence will first tell me the charges against 
me, I will afterward tell you what I have done,” 
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‘ There are crimes imputed to you which have cost the 
heads of people far higher than you are,” replied the car- 
dinal. | 

“And what are they, my lord?” demanded D’Artagnan, 
with a calmness which surprised even the cardinal himself. 

‘You are accused of corresponding with the enemies of 
the realm; of having pried into state secrets; and of having 
attempted to make our general’s plans miscarry.” 

«And who is my accuser, my lord?” inquired D’Arta- 
enan, who had no doubt that it was Her Ladyship; “a 
woman branded by the justice of her country —a woman 
who was married to one man in France, and to another in 
England —a woman who poisoned her second husband, and 
attempted to poison me!” 

“What are you saying, sir?” exclaimed the astonished 
cardinal, “and of what woman are you thus speaking ?” 

“Of Lady de Winter,” replied D’Artaguan; “yes, of Lady 
de Winter — of whose crimes your eminence was undoubt- 
edly ignorant when you honored her with your confidence.” 

“Sir,” replied the cardinal, “if Lady de Winter has been 
guilty of the crimes you have mentioned, she shall be pun- 
ished.” 

“ She zs punished, my lord.” 

“ And who has punished her ? ” 

« We have.” 

“She is in prison, then ? ” 

“ She igs dez.d.” 

“ Dead !” repeated the cardinal, who could not credit what 
he heard; “dead! Did you not say that she was dead ?” 

« Three times had she endeavored to kill me and I forgave 
her, but she murdered the woman I loved, and then my 
friends and I seized her, tried her, and condemned her.” 

D’Artagnan then related the poisoning of Madame Bonan- 
cieux in the Carmelite Convent at Bethune, the trial in the 
solitary house and the execution on the banks of the Lys. 

A shudder ran throughout the frame of the cardinal, who 
did not shudder easily. But suddenly, as if from the influ- 
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ence of some silent thought, his dark countenance became 
gradually clearer and at last attained perfect serenity. 

“So,” said he, in a voice, the gentleness of which con- 
trasted strangely with the severity of his words, “you 
constituted yourselves the judges, without considering that 
those who are not spay appointed and who punish without 
authority are assassins.’ 

My lord, I swear to you that I have not for one instant 
thought of defending my head against your eminence. [ 
will submit to whatever punishment your eminence may 
please to inflict. I do not value hfe sufficiently to fear 
death.” 

‘Yes, I know it; you are a man of courage, sir,” said the 
cardinal in a voice almost affectionate. ‘I may, therefore, 
tell you beforehand that you will be tried and even con- 
demned.” 

‘ Another might reply to your eminence that he had his 
pardon in his pocket. I content myself with saying — com- 
mand, my lord, and [ am ready.” 

‘ Your pardon!” said Richelieu in surprise. 

“Yes, my lord,” replied D’Artagnan. 

“And signed by whom? By the king?” The cardinal 
pronounced these words with a singular expression of con- 
tempt. 

“No; by your eminence.” 

‘By me? You are mad, sir!” 

“Your eminence will undoubtedly recognize your own 
writing ? ” 

And D’Artagnan presented to the cardinal the precious 
paper which Athos bad extorted from Her Ladyship and 
which he had given to D’Artagnan to serve him as a bafe- 
guard. 

The cardinal took the paper and read in a very slow voice 
and dwelling upon each syllable: 


“It is by my order and for the good of the state that the 
bearer of this has done what he has done. 
RICHELIEU.” 
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The cardinal, after having read these lines, fell into a pro- 
found reverie, but did not return the paper to D’Artagnan. 

“ Tie is deciding by what kind of punishment I am to die,” 
said the Gascon to himself. ‘ Well, faith! he shall see how 
a gentleman can die.’ The young musketeer was in an 
excellent frame of mind for ending his career heroically. 

Richelieu continued his meditation, rolling and unrolling 
the paper in his hand. At last he raised his head, and fix- 
ing his eagle eye upon that loyal, open and intelligent coun- 
tenance, read upon that face, all furrowed with tears, the 
sufferings which had been endured within a month, and he 
then thought, for the third or fourth time, what futurity 
might have in store for such a youth of barely twenty years 
of age, and what resources his activity and courage and 
intelligence might offer to a good master. On the other 
side, the crimes, the power, the almost infernal genius of 
Her Ladyship had more than once alarmed him, and he felt 
a secret joy at being forever freed from so dangerous an 
accomplice. He slowly tore up the paper that D’Artagnan 
had so generously returned to him. 

“Tam lost!” said D’Artagnan in his own heart. 

The cardinal approached the table and, without sitting 
down, wrote some words ona parchment, of which two-thirds 
were already filled up, and then fixed his seal upon it. 

“That is my condemnation,” thought D’Artagnan; “he 
spares me the misery of the Bastile and the details of a 
trial. Itis really very kind of hin.” 

‘“ Here, sir,” said the cardinal to the young man; ‘I took 
one cartellanche from you and I give you another. The 
name is not inserted in the commission; you will write it 
yourself.” 

D’Artagnan took the paper with hesitation and cast his 
eyes upon it. It was the commission of a lieutenancy in the 
musketeers. D’Artagnan fell at the cardinal’s feet. 

“ My lord,” said he, “my life is yours: make use of it 
henceforth; but this favor which you bestow upon me is 
beyond my merits; I have three friends who are more 
worthy of it,” 
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“You are a brave youth, D’Artagnan,” said the cardinal, 
tapping him familiarly on the shoulder, in his delight at 
having Gonquered that rebellious nature; “do what you 
like with this commission, as the name is omitted; only 
remember that it is to you I give it.” 

‘Your eminence may rest assured,” said D’Artagnan, 
“that I will never forget it.” 

The cardinal turned and said aloud : 

‘ Rochefort ! ” 

The chevalier, who had undoubtedly been behind the door, 
immediately entered. 

‘‘ Rochefort,” said the cardinal, “ you see M. d’Artagnan ? 
I receive him into the number of my friends. Embrace one 
another and behave yourselves, if you wish to keep your 
heads.” 

D’Artagnan and Rochefort embraced coldly, but the car- 
dinal was watching them with his vigilant eye. They left 
the room at the same moment. 

“ We shall meet again,” they both said, “ shall we not?” 

“ Whenever you please,” said D’Artagnan. 

‘The opportunity will come,” replied Rochefort. 

“Hum!” said Richelieu, opening the door. 

The two men bowed to his eminence, smiled and pressed 
each other’s hands. 

‘We began to be impatient,” said Athos. 

‘Here I am, my friends,” replied D’Artagnan. 

Free? ” 

“ Not only free, but in favor.” 

“ You must tell us all about it.” 

“Yes, this evening. But for the present let us separate.”’ 

In fact, in the evening D’Artagnan went to Athos’s lodg- 
ings and found him emptying a bottle of Spanish wine, an 
occupation which he pursued religiously every night. He 
told him all that had taken place between the cardinal and 
himself, and drew the commission from his pocket. 

“Here, dear Athos,” said he, “here is something which 
naturally belongs to you.” : 
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Athos smiled, with his soft and gentle smile. 

“Friend,” said he, “it is too much for Athos —for the 
Count de la Fere it is too little. Keep this commission ; it 
belongs to you. Alas! you have bought it dear enough!” 

D’Artagnan left Athos’s room and went to Porthos. 

He found him clad in a most magnificent coat, covered 
with splendid embroidery, and admiring himself in a glass. 

“ Ah! is it you, my friend ?” said Porthos; ‘ how doyou 
think this dress suits me?” 

“ Beautifully,” replied D’Artagnan; “but I am going to 
offer you one which will become you still more.” 

“What is it?” demanded Porthos. 

“ That of lieutenant of the musketeers.” And D’Artagnan, 
having related to Porthos his interview with the cardinal, 
drew the commission from his pocket. “ Here,” said he, 
“write your name upon it, and be a kind officer to me.” 

Porthos glanced over the commission and returned it, to 
the great astonishment of the young man. 

“Yes,” said Porthos, “that would flatter me very much, 
but I could not long enjoy the favor. During our expedi- 
tion to Bethune the husband of my duchess died; so that, 
my dear boy,as the strong-box of the defunct is holding out 
its arms to me, I marry the widow. Yousee I am fitting on 
my wedding garments. So keep the lieutenaucy, my dear 
fellow — keep it.” And he returned it to D’Artagnan. 

The young man then repaired to Aramis. He found him 
kneeling befcre an oratory, with his forehead leaning on an 
open book of prayers. He told him also of his interview 
with the cardinal, and for the third time taking the commis- 
sion from his pocket : 

‘You, our friend, our light, our invisible protector,” said 
he, “accept this commission; you have deserved it more 
than any by your wisdom and your counsels, always fol- 
lowed by such fortunate results.” 

“ Alas! dear friend,” said Aramis, “our last adventures 
have entirely disgusted me with a soldier’s life. My deci- 
sion is this time irrevocable. After the siege I shall enter 
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the Lazaristes. Keep the commission, D’Artagnan. The 
profession of arms suits you; you will be a brave and 
adventurous captain.” 

D’Artagnan, with an eye moist with gratitude and bril- 
liant with joy, returned to Athos, whom he found still seated 
at table, admiring his last glass of Malaga by the light of 
his lamp. 

“Well,” said he, “they have both refused it.” 

‘It is, dear friend, because no one is more worthy of it 
than yourself.” 

Tie took a pen, and wrote the name of D’Artagnan upon it 
and gave it back to him. 

“T shall no longer have my friends, then,” said the young 
man. ‘Alas! nothing, henceforth, but bitter recollections.” 
And he let his head fall between his hands, whilst two tears 
rolled along his cheeks. 

‘You are young,” said Athos, “and your bitter recollec- 
tions have time to change into tender remembrances.” 


J 
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EPILOGUE. 


La RocweE tte, deprived of the assistance of the English fleet, 
and of the succor which had been promised by Buckingham, 
surrendered after a year’s siege. On the twenty-eighth of 
October, 1628, the capitulation was signed. 

The king entered Paris on the twenty-third of December 
of the same year. He was received intriumph, as though he 
had subdued an enemy instead of Frenchmen. He passed 
under green arches through the suburb of Saint-Jacques. 

D’Artagnan took his promotion. Porthos left the service 
and married Madame Coquenard in the course of the follow- 
ing year. The strong-box, so much coveted, contained eight 
hundred thousand livres. Musqueton had a superb livery 
and enjoyed the satisfaction, which he had desired all his 
life, of riding behind a gilded carriage. 

Aramis, after ajourney to Lorraine, suddenly disappeared 
and ceased to write fo his friends. They learned afterward, 
through Madame de Chevreuse, that he had assumed the 
cowl in a morastary. at Nuhey. Bazin became a lay brother. 

Athos remained @ myskéteer under D’Artagnan’s com- 
mand, until 1633, at whith tine, after a journey to Rous- 
sillon, he also left the,,segvite under pretext of having 
sicusedetl toa sinall infierttance in the Blaisois. Grimaud 
followed Athos. — 

D’Artagnan fought three times with Rochefort, and three 
times wounded him. 

“T shall probably kill you the fourth time,” said he to 
Rochefort, as he stretched forth a hand to raise him up. 

“Tt would be better for both of us to stop where we are,” 
replied the wounded man. “ Egad! I have been more your 


EPILOGUE. 381 


friend than your enemy, for after our first meeting I could 
have got your head off by one word to the cardinal.” 

They embraced, but this time it was in sincerity and with- 
out malice. 

Planchet obtained, through Rochefort, the rank of ser- 
geant in the regiment of Piedmont. 

M. Bonancieux lived in great tranquillity, entirely igno- 
rant of what had become of his wife and not disturbing him- 
self about her. One day he had the imprudence to recall 
himself to the cardinal’s recollection. The cardinal told 
him that he would so provide for him that he should never 
want anything for the future. In fact, the next day, M. 
Bonancieux having left home at seven o’clock in the evening, 
to go to the Louvre, was never seen againin the Rue des Fos. 
soyeurs. The opinion of those who thought themselves the 
best informed was, that he was boarded and lodged in some 
royal castle at the expense of his generous eminence. 


THE END. 





